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ADMIRAL'S DAUGHTER, 



CHAPTER VI. 

It was a fine morning in April. Two gentlemen 
met suddenly in St. James's-street. 

*' Ha, Harry r 

** Laurence, my dear fellow I is it you ? How 
long have you been in town? Why did you not 
send to me ? Glad to see you once more, with aU 
my heart V* 

^ I am oome from Paris," said Laurence. ^ I 
was making my way to you. In Spring Gardens 
still, I suppose 7 How are Mrs. Vivian and the 
children?" 

" Perfectly Well, I assure you, as I hope you will 
acknowledge when you see them. Ah, Laurence I 
you were but a sorry prophet — an ill-omened 
augur — I am the happiest fellow on the face of the 
earth." 

** I doubt it not, my good fellow. And why I 
ever should have doubted it I am at a loss to con- 
peiye. I must have had aitrange fantftst^pal, pto^ioQi 
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before I went abroad — ^but vive Paris for caring 
one of all nonsense. I am come back prepared to 
believe you not quite the very most miserable of 
men, because you have married the very most 
beautiful of women.** 

" Come and see for yourself. We dine at seven. 
I hope you conclude there is a cover for you as 
long as you stay in town : and may that be for 
ever. But don't wait till seven. Come now — and 
see Ihez and the children.'* 

Mr. Hervey accompanied his friend home. They 
were shown up stairs, the door opened, and before 
hfan be once more beheld Miss Thomhaugh — liiez 
—Mrs. Vivian. 

She was sitting on a low foot-stool, with her 
youngest child in her lap. The little creature had 
just stolen the golden comb from her mother's hair, 
and was holding it in triumph above her head ; 
the raven locks of softest silk were rolling in a pro- 
fusion of dark clouds over a face and neck pure as 
alabaster, and now rather thrown back, as those 
eyes, so exquisitely beautiful, were turned upward 
to the cherub hands of the child. No picture ever 
designed by the hand of any master, no imagina- 
tion of any poet, could surpass the loveliness of 
the one presented. She rose hastily, as the gen- 
tlemen entered the room— on which the hair ** in 
hyacinthine flow" literally swept her delicate feet 
Gathering it hastily round her head, with her little 
child in her hand, she stepped forward to welcome 
her husband, and the stranger — ^Laurence I 
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' LaureiK^ was actaally startled at her beamy 
wh^i he first saw her. He seemed to have foigoVt 
ten how- very beautiful «h^ was* or, perhaps^ he 
had never very much admired her before ; but now 
his counteimiice, usijCally so indiflferent when re- 
gjarding persons or things, became animated with 
surprise and pleasure. 

• As soon as she was aware who it was»her little 
confusion, at being thus surprised by a stranger^ 
gave way to the most cordial afiability. Her hand 
was stretched out with a ** Mr. Hervey 1 I am. un- 
affectedly glad to see you." 

** Are you. indeed ?" said Laurence, all his former 
asperities rushing into his memory; ''are you 
really so good V 

*« Indeed I am. But now I recollect it »# very 
good of me. You did your best to quarrel with 
me ages ago — and to put Harry out of humour 
with me too. But as I triumphed in spite of you, 
^— so I bear you no ill-will. You only enhanced 
the glory of my victory.** 

"That was well," replied he: "otherwise, to 
vanquish, with means like yours, would have been 
but a contemptible proof of skill." 

•* The same fellow still," said Vivian. ** Always 
half-unintelligible to me. What the dense can you 
mean by that?" 

" Oh, he means a very pretty compliment,** said 
liiez. " I can't agree with Miss Vivian at all. I 
think Paris has improved Mr. Hervey vastly." 

** I think London must have done the same bv 
A2 
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youi; for I caimat recollect that Mka Thorn- 



«' iE}xac^ the same. iBdt you seem to ha^e lost, 
it must be oonfeased-*^ little^-^ little touch 'of 
eynioiflin — ^and hate-all-not-jiist-aGeocdiiig*to*'my- 
o^m-tti«xkl whims. JsAX not so ? But I beg your 
pardon. As ' poor Harry is irretrievably lost, 
we need not renew old disputes. You can no 
logger serve him by abusing me now; and. as I 
shall not fear, perhaps I shall not hate you. Aiod 
now what do you say to Harry's little girl f* 

Laurence did not like children, but thb was a 
charming^ little creatuee. He took it in his arms» 
and kissed it heartily. M rs» Vivian looked pleased^ 
Captain Vivian gratified, to see himself onee more 
united to the man he-loved; and to find that he 
appeared at last inclined to sympathise in hb a4- 
miratton of his almost faultless wife. 

They sat down to chat, and were .immediately 
as ofMifidential and as much at ease as if they bad 
parted but the day before. 

Laurence talked of all he had seen, and was ex- 
cessively agreeable. He, whom she had used to 
think dry and critici^, was now so droll in his re- 
marks, so acute in his observations, so brilliant in 
Us descriptions, so caustic, yet so full of good- 
humour, that both his friends thought they saw him 
for the first time, and were quite delighted with 
Jiirn* He appeared as much jdeased with them. 

They dined together witbaut other company, 
jtwm one of those well-appointed little repasta 
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.where a few elegantly aimoged joid exqpiititely 
cooked dUhea sucoeed one. another in ailent order: 
where nothing is superfluous, and nothiog is waat- 
iog. Servants <^ respeolable demeanouTi weH* 
mannered and adroit, without puppyism or for- 
wardness, bore evidence of the good sense which 
rcfgulated the mansion* After dinner, the children 
appeared for one short half-hour, attended by a 
nurse, neither fine nor vulgajr, but respectable, sei^ 
sible,. gentle — ^to take her glass of wine from her 
master, and courtesy round with grave precision. 
The little ones were, as they have been described, 
lovely children, simple, and unspoiled either by 
flattery or unseasonable reproof. They were nei- 
ther shy nor obtrusive. Laurence was delighted, 
and the more so when he found thd charming mis- 
tress of the scene altered in some points which.be 
had wished amended. 

At Middleton (!:!ourt, to say a book was never 
seen would be untrue — ^for the shelves of the libraiy 
at least were full — but to see a book opened, or to 
hear a book even mentioned, was a rare occurrence, 
and Mr. Hervey*s insatiable love of reading, so far 
from meeting with sympathy, had excited against 
him something a little approaching to a prejudiee.^ 

Miss Thornbaugh had openly and undisguisedly 
expressed her most sincere abhorrence of eveyy 
.thing that could be called study, greall}^ to the ajEi- 
noyance of Laurence. He bad always r^^retted 
that Captain Vivian was not, what could be calle4r 
<a reading man. Harry was not ignorant ; he had 
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received a good education ; and, possessing a re^ 
markably quick perception united to a fund of 
sound good sense, he had observed and learned 
much of the varied world in which he had lived ; 
still, Laurence, like other men of deep and various 
reading, acutely felt> in conversing with Vivian, 
the want of a more diversified knowledge than 
mere personal observation will ever supply. Sen- 
sible of the vast advantages which intellectual cul- 
tivation now ofiers to a man — ^be his sphere of life 
what it may — ^he had lamented that the talents of 
the friend he loved should want the assistance of 
solicitous cultivation. He had, therefore, felt sorry 
that the young lady selected by Captaiq. Vivian 
should be considerably deficient in these respects 
herself, and he' was disposed to be angry when, 
far from being ashamed of such deficiency, she 
openly gloried in it, satirized the professors of 
science and the sons* of literature, and ridiculed, 
without the slightest mercy, every pretension of the 
kind in those of her own sex. 

But time had opened the eyes of Ifiez upon this 
subject. Endowed with an excellent natural un- 
derstanding, she on her first entrance into general 
society had discovered her own deficiency, and had 
not been slow in endeavouring to correct it; As a 
woman of the world, she wished to possess those 
acquirements which all around her possessed. As 
a mother, she wished to direct the minds of her 
children. She had abundance of time at her com- 
mandy and, since her marriage, had devoted much 
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both to reading and thinking. Her drawing-room 
table was littered with books ; and her powers of 
conversation had extended to a degree which at 
once surprised and delighted Laurence. And not 
only did she speak well herself, but she had become 
capable of fully appreciating his remarkable powers 
of thinking and speaking ; and to be so appreciated 
by an intelligent and beautiful woman is perhaps 
the climax of success to an intellectual man. 

It would be hard to say which of the three 
friends was the best pleased with this happy day 
of reunion. The hours seemed to have wings ; 
and, before they parted at two o'clock, for so long 
did the conversation, which seemed as if it could 
not find an end, continue, Laurence had promised 
to breakfast and to dine in Spring Gardens the next 
day — ^to dine, &c. &c. &c. 

Mrs. Vivian was not found to be less lovely on 
the morrow. So sweetly gay and cheeirfu} over ' 
her breakfast-table ! 

After breakfast, Captain Vivian trent out, as was 
his custom. Laurence remained liitti^g over the 
drawing-room fire*-ra book in his hand, into which 
he never looked — his eyes engaged in watching the 
movements of his hostess. How first she played 
and frolicked with the children — how next she 
wrote and folded all her tiny notes and billets — 
how last she too, came to the fire, buried herself in 
a crimson cushioned chair, and took her book. 

** You have become quite studious since I went 
away,^ he began. 
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** Not much of that : but I was so egregiously 
ignorant, it really would not do — ^I have been 
forced to read Bingley's Animal Biography, that I 
may know a walrus from a camelopard — and Mrs. 
Markhani's History of England, to learn whether 
the Pretender or the Conqueror was beaten at Cul- 
loden." 

Laurence smiled, not as formerly, with a sort of 
contemptuous compassion — *' And what book have 
you got now ?" 

« Oh, I am ashamed to tell you — ^you will think 
me so ridiculous — I know you of old, Mr. Her- 
vey — ^ putting down the book, and looking sweetly, 
yet archly in his face ; " you will be as ready to 
accuse me of pretensions as you used to be of ig- 
norant negligence. Indeed, I can scarcely myself 
believe what pleasure the attempt to cultivate my 
slender faculties has given me.'' 

" Don't speak of old times. "VlTiat a bear I was T 

** Not quite that ; yet to call you amiable would 
be rather flattering. However, you seem resolved 
to make amends now." 

" I can never forgive my own stupid folly. Is it 
possible. Miss Thornhaugh....I mean Mrs. Vivian — 
that you can ever look upon me as any thing but 
the most conceited pragmatical puppy that ever 
walked the earth ?" 

** I shall always look upon you as Harry's oldest 
and dearest friend," said she, warmly — " A recom^ 
mendation sufficient for me, if you were that rug- 
ged bear or hyrcane tiger you describe yourself— r 
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I am not, as I told you, afraid of you now — I am 
past that" 

" Indeed you may say so. Harry is the happi- 
est man on earth, and he is fully aware of it." 

" I believe it — I believe it — that is — ^he acts as if 
he were. Never woman — ** she stopped and 
looked shy at being thus about to eulogise her 
husband. 

** You need not be afraid of me. Miss Thom- 
haugh. I am his oldest friend. You know how I 
love him." 

** Do you 7 then don't call me Miss Thorqhaugh 
again, if you can help it I am not ashamed of 
his name, and would rather, if you please, bear 
it'* 

^I b^g your pardon a thousand times, Miss 
Thomhaugh — but really those days return in so 
lively a manner." 

"Again!" 

**No— did I call you so again? — well, I must 
ask your pardon again — ^will you grant it ?" 

** Will you mind what you are about if I do?" 

** I won't promise that" 

** Then how can I excuse you ? But here he 
comes. Are you for us ? He is going with me 
to look at a new carriage for my father. Will 
you come ?— oh ! I forgot, you are too lazy. Stay 
here by the fire, according to the good old custom, 
while we silly ones do all the business of the 
world. Harry, I will be ready in one moment I" 
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and as Viviati opened the door, she flew up stairs 
for her hat 

The hat was very pretty, with a plume of white 
feathers in it ; and, muffled up in her cloak, Mrs. 
Vivian looked more attractive than ever. 

"My dearest liiez/* said Vivian, "it is cold. 
Don't walk, I have ordered the carriage.** 

•* Oh, pray don't for me — ^you said you wished it 
not to go out this morning. A horse was sick or 
sorry, or the coachman had a pain, in his temper 
perhaps. But, dear Harry, it is only a fresh gale. 
You will make me ashamed by your care. We 
shall have the, schoolmaster abroad again, if you 
are not more prudent. I am half sure^ Mr. 
Hervey, you think he is much too tender of me 
still.'* 

" I don't quite think he can be," said Laurence. 

" Well, that is comfortable. But do you come, 
or no ?" 

"He!" said Vivian; "he must be strangely 
altered if he puts down his book to see the best 
carriage that was ever built He does not know 
a phseton from a dog-cart ; and how should he 7 
Let him enjoy his fire and his chair till we come 
back, and then you may take him into the Park, if 
you like." 

" No— I am coming 1" said Laurence, rising 
lazily. 

Why did Laurence, when the door closed after 
them, pause, before he ofiered Mrs. Vivian his 
arm ? Captain Vivian, however, bade her take it, 
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and between the two frieads, gayly laughing and 
chatting, she walked up Psdi Mall and St. James's- 
street, the admiration of all the world. Many 
were the eyes fixed upon her, many the heads 
turned round for yet one other gaze, as she passed 
lightly forward with an ease and grace of motion 
peculiarly her own, her countenance playing with 
bewitching smiles, and her conversation, at once 
•careless and pointed, fascmating the attention of 
her guest The husband was,. as husbands are apt 
to be, less sensible to charms that were for ever 
before him ; and, if truth must be spok^i, he was 
at that moment thinking more of the admiral's car- 
riage than of his own enchanting ^fe, while she 
naturally directed her conversation rather to his 
Inend than to himself. 

Laurence had passed five years in Paris— Aey 
had not been without their efifect. 

Vol. IL— B 
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CHAPTER VII. 

That day, and the next day, and the next, and a 
succession of days, were passed in this manner 
together. Laurence usually breakfasted in Spring 
Gardens. Captain Vivian as usually went out 
immediately afterward, and was occupied abroad 
the greater part of the day. He had been just 
appointed to the command of the Sybile, one of 
the finest ships in the navy. She was at this time 
lying in the river at Woolwich ; and he was oc- 
cupied, as naval men under such circumstances are, 
in superintending her outfitting — without much ex- 
pectation, however, of being called into actual 
service. 

These were the days when war languished — 
and a few contests on the outskirts of civilized so- 
ciety excited little attention among men, earnestly 
intent upon that grand debate, which had arisen 
between the things that were^ and the things that 
were to be. 

His friend, who had little to do with the actual 
business of life, under any of its various forms, 
remained with Mrs. Vivian and the children, loung- 
ing, in the old way, over a book by the fire ; but 
not, in the old way, devouring its pages with the 
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avidity of one who draws all his pleasures from 
the intellect. His eyes were usually wandering 
or abstracted, following the beautiful form of IBez 
about the room, or fixed upon the page unmeaih- 
ingly. Feelings, to which he had hitherto been a 
stranger, began to melt his heart with a seductive 
sweetness. Feelings, of which he rendered to 
himself no account, began to make that armchair 
like what the fabled chair of the enchanter has 
been described — a place firom which he found it 
iijipossible to move. Life, which, till now, might 
have been called, to him, a simple succession of 
ideas, assumed a new character — it became a suc- 
cession of sensations— of sensations only— or ra- 
ther, it appeared a succession of sensations no 
more — one sensation, the most intoxicating, the . 
most engrossing-1-the influence of one predominant, 
passion, seemed to have overpowered every other 
sentiment, idea, and feeling — and the charm ap> 
peared fatally attached to a certain armchair in 
Captain Vivian's drawing-room. 

IBez, innocent as a child, was, like a guileless 
child, entirely ignorant of the mischief she was 
doing; and Laurence, unaccustomed to self-ex- 
amination and self-responsibility — in the habit of 
yielding to the present influence*— of passing away 
his days in doing what was most agreeable, with- 
out calling himself to any account for the use of 
his time or his talents^ abandoned himself to the 
indulgence of his present sensations, without ex- 
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amiBUig into their source, or questioning their 
propriety. 

Laurence Hervey was no profligate. He ab- 
hcNrred profligacy — ^it disgusted his taste^ and 
offended his moral sense : but a skeptic in religioa ; 
a questioner of all those con^nonplace rules of 
order and morals which have, under one form or 
gtbetf been reverenced by the maite of mankind, 
since civilized society first was constituted. An 
enemy on system to all which bore the character 
of rigidity or constraint in social intercourse ; the 
indulgence he was ever ready to extend to others 
lie fatally permitted in himself. 

That his sentiments were assuming a form which 
might militate against his own future happiness^ 
was a reflection which, if it had occurred, would 
have been dismissed with contempt ; that they 
C9uld possibly interfere with the happiness of 
others, would have been scouted as ridiculous. 
For what passed within the secret recesses of his 
own breast,, he held himself accountable to no 
being in existence. He had rejected the teaching 
of that master who said — ^ from within, out of the 
heart of man," &c. &c. Why should he not de- 
light himself in the cup presented to his lips? 
What, if the draught did intoxicate his senses, did 
dim hk perceptions, did drown his reason in flttt* 
tering delights — What was that to any one but 
himsdf? 

Ififiz had, as we have said, become a reader. 
She had failed to inspire her husband with the> 
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same taste. The delight with which her imagina- 
tion, naturally powerful, had collected the brilliant 
images of poetry, the pleasure with which her in- 
tellect had unclosed to the perception of philosophy 
and truth, had been of necessity con6ned to her 
own bosom. Her gratification, therefore, may be 
imagined, when, in the fine taste and accomplished 
mind of Laurence she found, what she had sought 
in vain, sympathy in all her new pleasures, and the 
power to guide and assist her dawning faculties in 
their new-born efibrts. 

She might now be seen, the docile pupil, sit- 
ting on a low chair by the side of Laurence'iB 
sanctuary, reading to him, or with him— <iues- 
tioning him — listening to him — laying all the con- 
fusion of her struggling thoughts, springing as it 
were into life before him. Did the voice of the 
teacher falter, as he busied himself in giving 
some order to the brilliant incoherency of her 
ideas? Did the eye of the teacher beam a too 
soft approbation, as with a glowing countenance 
and voice, which was melody itself, she read some 
of ihe sweetest snatches of poetry ? If they did, 
the unsuspecting Inez never, for one instant, per- 
ceived it. Secure in the purity of her own heart, 
the dangerous infection of passion was here with- 
out power. That Laurence liked er now so much 
better than he used to do pleased her, for Harry's 
sake and for her own. She fancied she must be 
very much altered for the better when Mr. Hervey 
approved.^She had been long accustomed to locAi, 
B2 
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upon him as one whose ^ecisioas w«re undoubtedly 
right 

. ** But how you do «igh, Mr. H^irey, this mom- 
iogy over this Italian lesson \ — Is it too stu{»d aa 
operation to expound Petrarch tq me ? I confesa 
he is often tedious — ^yet, do you know, in spite <^ 
all his conceits, his verses have an «ir of trutlh 
which interests me. I have heard many ridicule 
the idea of his constancy and fervour — they say 
his passion was the mere indulgence of his imagin- 
ative vein — that the heart bad nothing to do with 
it. I don't feel it so — I think I read a history of 
deep and genuine feeling in these verses. — Here ]» 
none of that self-gratulation which the mere poet 
would feel in the indulgence of his f^ncy — ^these 
are the regrets and self-questionings of one, ei>- 
alaved in his own despite, who is wasting powers, 
which he felt were entrusted for better things, in 
Tain aspirations — ^in forbidden wanderings. — ^But 
you are silent — you don't lliink so?" She had 
been running on, with her eyes fixed upon her foot- 
stool more as if she were thinking aloud, than ad- 
dressing him. — IIi» eyes — ^he was sitting a little 
behind her — had not moved from her face. " You 
are not one who can compassionate such a state of 
weakness— one from whom he might hope to find ; 
*^perar trovarpieta non cheperdondJ " 

"Why do you think that?" was the quiet an- 
•wer, 

<^0h, I am in the habit of supposing you proof 
against these sort of fellies. — I have an unpression 
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ibaiyoav&y wise men (you know it is ^ &bI^)o 
here to consider you of ^s m'iler) are &ot suscep- 
tible of such weaknesses." 

** But was not Petrarch a very wise man 7" 

** Yes, but then he was a man of imagination.'' 

•* Which I certainly am not — You are quite 
right in what you say ;" — ^and he sdghed again. 

" We will have done with him now, however,*' 
aaid she, cheerfully, ** for you sigh, just as poor little 
Geargy does over her lesson— really, Mr. Hervey, 
it never struck me before, but I think you are very 
good-natured. — All this must weary you to death 
— ^you must hate my new wisdom even more than 
you did my old folly— only it would look so com* 
monplace to own it — I can conceive nothing more 
tiresome to an accomplished mind than talking over 
subjects like these with such a mere beginner as 
mjrself — You really are very good-natured." 

^ That is not quite the proper term to use,** said 
he again, with great sweetness. ** It is possible 
that there may exist other charms for me besides 
those of erudition-^candour, and ingenuous good 
sense, for examjJe." 

" Yes, I might have been sure of that— you are 
now as easily pleased as you were formerly im* 
possible to please. Did you learn that happy art 
at Paris, Mr. Hervey 7 Doubtless it was worth 
while to spend five years in the acquisition." 

" I have not acquired it — I am more hard to be 
pleased than ever. — Nothing {leases me in the 
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whole world, I think, but sitting in this chair, and 
playing with your children.** 

•* Truth will out — The reading is a bore, then**' 

" I am sure I never said that — I don't profess to 
live in the palace of truth, but I could not be so 
egregious a liar as to say that the sweetest occu- 
pation in the world was a bore,*' said he, more 
warmly than usual 

Ifiez coloured a little : " I am glad of it," rally- 
ing her spirits ; '' I do own that reading with so 
accomplished a tutor is a great assistance to my 
scanty wits. By the time my children are old 
enough to be the better for it, I hope I shall be as 
dry, and as horrid, and as wise, and as every thing 
— as any she-professor of them all." 

** How you do talk — ^May Heaven avert such a 
consequence. One would rather all the books in 
the world were burned. But I see no danger." 

•* Nor I neither," laughing, " I am an inveterate 
dunce — Well, so be it — There is one will not care 
—that's my dearest Harry — There*s another will 
not break her heart about it — ^that's myself— There 
is a third," turning playfully to him, "must recon- 
cile it to himself as well as he can. There is no 
remedy, we cannot either of us come up to your 
ideal of perfection, Mr. Hervey ; but we expect 
you to love us nevertheless." 

The eyes of Laurence had an unusual expres- 
sion. 

" I will do any thing, however impossible, if you 
will only not call me Mr. Hervey. Why am I not 
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Laurence to you — Miss Vman calls me Laurence 
^I am Laurence to every one but you — let me 
hear you call me Laurence," in an earnest manner. 

^ Laurence T — as if considering it carelessly— 
But however carelessly, the syllables thrilled 
through his veins. " No, I can't do it— You know 
in former days you inspired me with such profound 
respect and awe — I should as soon think of calling 
my father by his proper name." 

** Your father P with an air of excessive provo- 
cation, " your father ! — do you look upon me as 
a fiither— Good heavens I how provokingly you 
speak r 

" And good heavens, how easily provoked you 
are I No, indeed— Laurence — Will that do 7 I did 
not mean to offend you — I don't mean, with aH 
your wisdom, that you look exactly as venerable 
as my father, though, truth to tell, I imagined you 
too great a philosopher to care how you looked — 
Mistaken there, it seems. Oh, men — men — But 
really you have taken such pains to impose your- 
self upon us for one of the wise, that in my sim* 
plicity I really did respect you. — ^But if you are so 
unaccountable, you may rely upon it that I shall not 
continue in that error." 

** I hate respect." 

^ You hate respect 1 Oh, monstrous ! weH, 1 4o 
think you the most susceptible person to disrespecU 
that ever made such a confession." 

•* What do you mean by tlfiit ?" 

^^Ohf upon my word — I have done," risiag, 
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« you look so angry — I will not say one word more 
-—'indeed, Mr. Hervey, your temper. . . . ." 

"Angry! — Temper! — Am I angry— do you 
care one atom whether I am in the most fiendish 
temper in the world — can any thing connected with 
me give you one instant's uneasiness ? If I thought 
one being on earth cared for me or my humours — 
I would soon correct them. If r thought my irri- 
tation a matter of the slightest regard ta any one, 
I could be as a lamb," rising and following to where 
she stood by the fire. 

" I wish you would, then, be like a lamb, Mr. 
Hervey, for really — *' 

" You called me Laurence, just now." 

" Did I ? — Well, that put you in a passion — so I 
will not do it again." 

" A passion ! How cruel ! — but 'tis no matter 
— I made you hate me at the beginning of our ac- 
quaintance. — You always did— you always must 
hate me — secretly^ though your kindness makes 
you endeavour to hide it — but I detest conceal- 
ments, if you do hate me tell me so at once, — I am 
gone." 

"How you misconceive me! How can you 
suppose that I ever intend to ofiend you ? — How 
can you suppose that I bear malice for what I have 
idways honoured in you, as a mark of your genu- 
ine friendship for Harry ? Don't renew those 
days of misunderstanding — ^you know how Harry 
values you — ^how I value you for his aake — do not 
indulge the only fault you have — ^this odd, capri* 
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oious way of misconceiving things. 1 am sure I 
don't know what I said, but you know I did not 
mean to say what should hurt you; believe me 
that I have corrected in myself the love of being 
provoking — believe — " 

*• Don't ask me to believe any thing--don't go on, 
generous Inez — don't trouble yourself about me. — 
Every thing you do, every thing you say, every 
thing you look, is perfect in its excellence. For- 
give me, I am capricious — I am unreasonable-^it is 
my infirmity — ^forgive me — ** 

She looked surprised, yet she felt pleased ; she 
had always misdoubted his regard before, and her 
innocent heart rejoiced in this proof that she was 
dear to him. 

** There is nothing to forgive ; it would be 
strange if I could not tolerate a little singularity, 
in one so singularly dear to Harry," his counte- 
nance fell — she answered it, as it' were, by instinct, 
without comprehending its expression exactly. — 
** So very kind to myself, and for whom I have so 
true a regard. — But indeed I never intend to try 
your temper," looking up so sweetly in his face, 
that Laurence felt as if his heart were choking 
him. 

The door opened, and Captain Vivian came in. 

** Have you got me a box ?" was the first ques- 
tion of Inez, turning to him with the most perfect 
and firank composure ; while Laurence turned his 
fiice to the mantle-piece, and for a moment seemed 
busy considering the china vase thereon. 
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** Yes, my love ; but yow will excuse my attend- 
mace at this German opera — an Italian affitir is as 
much as I can well digest, you know — and I want 
to dine at the Club with an old iriend or two— but 
Laurence, you are a capital fellow, you delight in 
all this unintelligible stulflf, I am sure you will dine 
with If&ez, and attend her. — You are a fanatico, 
you know, and can be immured in an operarbox 
« whole evening without a complaint, to hear 
Haitzinger. — Will you do duty to-night? lilea 
has set her heart upon going — will you take care 
ofherr 

A guilty pleasure throbbed at the heart of Lau- 
rence, as, now lifting up his head, he spoke thickly 
enough. " I shall be very glad to be of service," 
was all he said. 

•♦ I am very^ sorry, my dear Inez,* said Captain 
Vivian, '*that I have not been able to get you a 
box that you will like ; I went about it sadly too 
late, and could only find one in the third tier— 
you will be out of the way, but as you go chiefly 
for the music, you will not much care, I hope.** 

** Oh I not in the least— I will take little Julia 
Sullivan with me, as I ; promised, and then I need 
not imprison Mr. Hervey — you can leave me with- 
out compunction (turning gayly to him) when you 
•are tired of me." 

The heart of Laurence was beating fiuit — beat- 
ing in a way that ought to have alarmed himself— 
but self distrust was a lesson this philosopher had 
yet to learn. 
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B» dared not uUev tlw words that were rising^ 
to his lipsy so affected not to hear hen 

" Why, Laurence/' said Captain Vivian, ** you 
look quite out of sorts— -you are the strangest feU 
low in the world. If it really will plague you to 
go to-night, why not say so at once t" 

*' Do I look as though it would plague me f " iiaid 
Laurence, recovering himself; *' I am sure I did 
not intend it I am sure it will give me the 
greatest pleasure to attend Mrs. Vivian, and I wilt 
now go home to dress, for it is late,"— and he left 
the room. 

" I am afraid," said Ifiez, " that you have tres- 
passed too much upon his complaisance, Harry. — 
He is evidently out of humour. I had better give 
it up." 

*« He out of humour ! what in the name of Heaven 
does it matter if he is. You shall do no such 
thing. Surely he may make a little sacrifice of 
his whims for your amusement. I am very sorry, 
my dear, I can't go with you in his place, but I 
have entangled myself with an engagement I cannot 
well break ; never doubting that Hervey intended 
to go. Take little Julia, and then he can leave the 
box when he is weary — which he is of everything 
on earth sooner than any man I know." 

And after this Captain Vivian and his wife saun- 
tered away the remaining hour until dressing time, 
with their little children. — Happy in perfect confi- 
dence, in sincere affection, in cheerful interests, 
neither requiring nor desirous of extraordinary ex* 

Vol. U.— C 
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citement ; content with the peaceful joys of their 
placid and innocent existence. 

Laurence, meanwhile, walked to his lodgings in 
a tumult of pleasure. He neither asked himself 
why nor wherefore. His mind dwelt intensely on 
the delight of passing one evening alone — alone, to 
all intents and purposes, with Ifiez ; for Julia was 
but a child of eleven years old. To enjoy the 
society of this charming woman exclusively was all 
he allowed himself to wish, and the great addition 
which the absence of the husband gave to his 
prospect of enjoyment seemed to escape his ob- 
servation. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

As the clock struck six, Laurence, dressed mUti 
an elegance and care not usual with him, though it 
became him well, entered Captain Yivian-s draw- 
ing-room. 

IQezcwas already there, looking more beautiful 
than ever, as if to complete his satisfs^tic»i. A 
dress of white crape gave a peculiar delicacy and 
grace to her figure ; her dark hair was a little more 
studiously arranged than usual, and a few jewels 
were shining there. Captain Vivian, hat in hand, 
was taking leave. It would have been difficult to 
say which of the three made the most charming 
appearance. Laurence, as with languid elegance 
he leaned against the marble chimney-piece, his 
eyes fixed upon Mrs. Yivian^-'Or she, in her beau- 
tiful white drapery, making a playful, adieu to her 
husband ; as he, with that delightful union of de- 
fined polish and naval frankness, which distin- 
guished him even among the most attractivie 
members of his profession, was taking his leave. 
The door closed, and he was gone — and Lau- 
rence 

He sat down in his accustomed chair as ISez 
placed herself by Uie fire in a state of enjoyme&t 
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so perfect, that he neither spoke nor wished to 
speak, moved nor wished to move — ^and to have 
remained thus passive for ages, without change 
or desire of change, appeared to him natural, nay, 
delightful. — A state some mystics have vainly 
endeavoured to isnder possible to the human soul, 
. when engaged in contemplating the divine per- 
ifection cf its Creator, was ottained at onee by the 
imitchery of human passion, by the witdiery of 
4iiat passkm so mysteriouB in 'all its influences. 

Inez, who, far from divining his feelings, im- 
•agined him still <a little out of humour, took her 
mrnhmiewy^ and amused iierself with a thousasid 
dvifling thoughts thai passed tim>ugh her cheeiibi 
mnaginotion — while JLaurence might be said not 
^esren to think, 'So entirely was lie absorbed in 
.MBsation. 

•Bhmer^was announced. 

**<Come, Mr. Hervey f — Must i awaken yout-^ 
fVom what distant regkfn must I recall yomr 
^oij^bts ? — Ha^ie yon been ** unsphering the spirit 
•of Pistof or what? — Philosophers must dints, 
iike 'Other mortals, and we shatl be late— I havie 
•ft wtish 1o hear the oveitare." 

He vose und ga^e her his arm jstill without say- 
ing ft ^word, but when, with at look of unfeigned 
ftstenidMnent, w)t unmin^ed widi vexation, she 
aaid, '^ What can be the mautter, Mr. Hervey ? — If 
you really are indisposed to go, be candid and say 
>ao. I am mxre I miA to be a Iroufale to ao^me^" 
He fl(K«Bi niUied« — 
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** Not indisposed — ^Perhaps out of spirits — mine 
«re capricious, wretched to myself and others, 
like every thing about me. No — music to-night 
is, I believe, almost the only thing I could endure ; 
it will charm this vile temper out of me— Have 
patience with me, sweetest Inez — I beg your par- 
don, Mrs. Vivian — I really don't know what I say 
— I will behave better after dinner." 

Inez was again surprised — Something seemed 
reversed in her situation ; she could not understan4 
it He of whom she stood formerly in awe — ^the 
severe censor of all she did and said — the unim^ 
peachaUe arbiter of all that was right or wrongs— 
the cool, impassible Laurence— -the man neither to 
be influenced by her smiles, nor moved by her 
caprices, seemed all at once to have renounced his 
character for superiority and wisdom, to be. as 
fanciful, capricious, and wayward as she could have 
been in her best days, and to acknowledge his 
folly, and solicit her indulgence with an humility 
utterly foreign to his nature. 

At a loss to account for all this, she felt com- 
pelled unwillingly to admit that Laurence, like the 
rest of his sex, could have.his moments of caprice 
and unreasonableness, and though dfe perhaps re- 
verenced him a little the less for the discovery, she 
liked him the better, and felt interested in what 
appeared to her a state of suffering. 

So all dinner time she attempted, by every 
sweet attention, and by the most engaging cheer- 
fulness, to restore his spirits — and Laurence* after 
C 2 
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ft few glasaM of Maddm, begaa to^mf^ar better 
,at «afe, and to convene m hia usual easjr, agrae- 
mble manaen 

The cilttUaieD appeaved at dessert Whale one 
4»ccupied Mrs. Yimn'a knee, Laareaoe took the 
other — The ilhiskm was eonaplete — He fancied 
iiifiQself the master tof that table at the lower end 
of which he sat, the father cf the child he held tn 
his annsy the husband of the adorable being who 
presided — It is not too ranch to affirm that iie 
•dually felt as if he were all this.— ^-Passion is a 
brief insanity; its illusions are often literally as 
perfect and connplete. Under this momentary 
iiaUucination Laurence felt perfectly happy; all 
Ms turbulent emotions subsided into the calmness 
of satbfactiott— smd had he been the husband of 
iier youth, he oould scarcely have more gayly ad- 
justed Mrs. Vifiaii's eioak, or handed her to her 
•carriage, or sprang to her side, with a more firanfc 
appearance of satisAtetioo. 

The intelligent author of Stello has observed, 
that even the dosing or undosing of the eyes is 
suiScient to break the chain of thought, and to in- 
troduce a perfectly new series of associations — 
This, is far more, certainly, with respect to change 
of place and scene. No sooner had Laurence 
entered the carriage than ihe vain illusion vanished 
from hisimagination— thoughts of a fer di&rent 
bue succeeeed— a gloom Uack as night gathered 
round his brow — and he again appeared a prey U> 
l|fee mpst tonnenting ruminations. 
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ifiezJooiDBdBtJiimivMtenR3«v atanat with dis- 
like. His vmimwir kad suddenly tocome ai void, 
bmrriif and diMmt as it iiad been, ten raimiiea be- 
ibre, cordial and agreeable—she was glad when 
Ibey stopped at Adokiral StilUvaa's door, and her 
ttttle friend, m ecstaey at the thoughts of her first 
Of^era, sprung into the carriage, with a ** Dearest 
Mrs. ViriaB^ how very good of you.^^-Mra. Vi- 
viaa, relieved by her presence, and pleased with 
her delight, began to talk immediately lo her. 
There was muck to say between them, and not m 
word for the silent Laurence, who» now really oat 
of humour, bung htack in a corner of the carriage, 
and uttered not one syllable. 

When they alighted, however, he seised Mrs. 
Vivian's arm, almost rudely, in the press, and, 
without speakings took her to her box* Hene 
little JuKa, beii^ placed in the best situation for 
seeing tbe stage, Mrs. Vivian took the shaded seat ' 
on Ihe other side, and Laurence, drawing his chair 
behind hers, leaned his arm with a sort of des- 
perate defiance of his conscience on the back of 
it ; and, thus concealed fr<Mn general observation, 
remained motionless and silent, in the dangerous 
contemplation of a beauty and sweetness which 
already produced an effect upon his senses more 
enervating than intoxication. 

He strove to swallow down the sighs that strug- 
^ed from his overloaded heart, lest they should, 
as they once before had done, excite her attention. 
He strove to repress every external sign of the 
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feelings which overpowered him, while he aban« 
doned his inner self, without resistance, to their 
seductions. He thought himself a man of honour ; 
for the universe he would not have ^wronged his 
friend, not by a word — ^but thought was his own, 
into that region his scruples extended not — To 
ad6re the wife thus confided to his care, was no 
injury, so long as that adoration was confined to 
his own bosom— to share in these sweet influences 
no crime, wiiile their efiects were hidden from 
every eye — ^nay, even to desire to possess in some 
degree a peculiar place in her affections, if such 
might be his most fortunate distinction, — no sinful 
ambition, while no syllable of his passionate attach- 
ment was breathed to her ear. Why should he 
deny himself that which, if evil, could hurt no one 
but himself? — He would delight himself with the 
charm of his present existence, so long as that 
charm might be enjoyed in security — when it was 
withdrawn — ^why then — abrs comme alors. Such 
were Mr. Hervey's ideas of his duty to his friend 
and to himself— such the knowledge this acconn 
plished philosopher possessed of human nature, and 
of his own heart. 

The idea of accountableness to any tribunal but 
that of his own reason never once crossed his 
mind — A skeptic upon principle — he would have 
rejected the idea with disdain, as the most super- 
stitious weakness. Nay, he would have despised 
himself, had he believed that his virtue required 
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ifaOBe ordinary indtemetitfl of hope Mid tenor, 
which govern the vulgar of mankind. 

Mrs. Vrraui wfl» absorbed fay the tnosicy to which 
die fistenedy «nd was «ome time widiout noticng 
Laarence^-^-at last she turned suddenly to<«iu1>-« 

"** Mr. Hervey , have you been asleep ?** 

" Yes, I believe I have," with a smile. 

^ Or is diis a mere pretence ? You must have 
listened ^tbat last «ong— -that deGghtftd song: I 
thought you loved music*'' 

^ I do like music, exceedingly.'* 

^ Then listen, agam I" as the voices of Schroeder 
-and Hailzinger made vocal those notes which the 
very muse herself whispered to the author of 
Pidelio. 

'** You feel tfiat,** said Lanrence. 

^ I do, indeed." 

** You could be that page V 

« Oh, yes, I could, for Harry." 

^ Happy Harry P rather mghed than ottered. 

'** Yoa think so, then, at last," with sudden atn- 
mation ; ** you do, at last, believe him happy t" 

^ Happy ! — Good Heavens ! To be so kwred, 
ISez, for one second — I would wear the poisoned 
iftnrt of Dejanhti-^ would be oontent to be torn 
limb from limb by wild horses. But for one mo- 
ment to be so blest r — rfie looked a^onished. 
** But no woman will ever love me," said he, check- 
i^ himself ¥rith a forced laugh. 

^ Nor would I advise them-^yon are so odd that 
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you would plague the life out of a woman that 
loved you.** 

" No one will ever care enough for me — . . .Even 
yau^ though I am Captain Vivian's friend — almost 
his brother — even you, if I were to die to-morrow, 
would smile the next day just as sweetly as you 
do now.** 

** You are very unjust to say so,** said she, much 
hurt. " Why is it your pleasure to suppose me 
the most heartless creature breathing?" 

'' Did I say so t You heartless ? I think you all 
heart — all tenderness — all feeling. 1 only pre- 
sumed to believe myself not worth a thought. For- 
give me — you cannot tell — yew, gifted with the 
ceaseless sunshine of a happy heart — ^you cannot 
even surmise what it is to be the victim of morbid 
thoughts that eat into one's very being. For- 
give me, I did not mean to offend you, Heaven 
knows; but — ^but — I have been in an execrable 
humour all this evening. I will shake it ofi^" — ^and 
be rose from his chair precipitately, and left the 
box. 

She felt sorry for him— *half-angry vrith him — 
interested by him — wished to know what preyed 
upon his mind— thought she would tell Harry — she 
would do all she could to cheer him. 

He came back, looking more composed. 

" ^hat is right Come, Mr. Hervey, and sit by 
me. Don't give way to these fancies. You used 
to school me — ^let me return the good office. It is 
indeed unworthy a man like you, a man so gifted. 
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to be the sport of melancholy fancies. 'Tis true 
you have few natural relations, but is not Harry 
your brother ? Am not I almost your sister ? Are 
not our children yours ? Don't say no one loves 
you ; you know how we love you — en attendarU 
mietiXy^ smiling, " be content. And now look 
round this brilliant circle of beauties, and fall in 
love for yourself as fast as you can — ^that will be 
the true remedy — I confess, I should have a ma^ 
licious pleasure in seeing you caught'' 

. ** Well, give me your opera-glass, and let me 
try." 

She held it out — ^he took it — ^looked round the 
house with it a second or two, and then put it in his 
pocket After this he resumed his cheerfulness, 
and regarded her with the sweet and calm expres- 
sion which she loved to see in his eyes. 

She went home relieved about him, and satisfied 
with herself, to sleep in innocence and waken in 
peace. He to roll restless from side to side, feebly 
endeavouring to repel the thick coming fancies that 
swarmed around his pillow. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Tbb nest morning, when Mr. Hervey; Qoteredi 
the bouse in Spring Gardens, iie. became aware 
that something more than commoa was tbft matter. 
AiLair o£ hurry and coafusion pervaded the usually 
well-ordered mansion. He opened the dining-' 
room door, no one was there ; presently Mnu.Yi- 
idan. appeared ; her face was beaming with excitei* 
meat, yet her eyes were red, and her cheeks hikh 
tared with tears — 
" Oh, Laurence — Oh, Mr. Hervey 1" 
" What is the matter, my dearest Mrs, Viviaa?'' 
** I ought to rejoice — Heaven knows I do»— " 
and she burst into tears. 

« What is it, sweetest Mrs. Vivian ? — ^what caa 
have happened ?" — he spoke warmly, for he felt 
innocently — sympathy in her distress was the up- 
permost sensation of the moment His vagrant 
and sinful fancies had vanished with the wholesome 
light of day — as the bad and evil spirits are fabled 
to "slip their several graves" before the rising 
dawn. He felt then as he ought always to have 
done. 

" What is it ? — tell me. Has any thing hap- 
pened to Harry ? Can I be of the slightest service t" 
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** I oDght to rejoice— it is very honourable to him 
f— but, oh, Mr. Hervey I — ^how can a .wife !— you 
will despise ine-*^but, ah, how can I l-'^how can I 
exult as he does, in a service of honouraUe 
danger?'* 

*• What service ?— what do you mean V* 

** He is appointed to the command of the secret 
expedition about to sail from Portsmouth* He was 
apprized of it last night. Little did I think, as I sat 
m vain security — Iktie did I think that I was losing 
the last hours of his society in idle dissipation P* 

** To the command of the expedition !^ said 
Laurence ; '' this is honourable. My dear Mrs. 
Vivian— do forgive me^you, a sailor's wife, you 
must not weep at this," taking her hand and 
pressing it affectionately. ** It must gratify Harry 
so excessively. It must gratify every one wlio 
loves him.** 

*^ Believe me it does, it does gratify me. But ah, 
Heaven 1 — jt is the first time." And again the 
tears rained down her cheeks. 

Laurence was himself now. A circumstance of 
interest, belonging to the events of real life, dispels, 
like a charm, the illusions of the imagination. Her 
genuine distress, the honourable distinction shown 
to his friend, interest in Harry's danger, in Harry*s 
success, honest and affectionate interest, drove the 
hateful intoxication from his mind, as a sudden 
shock will sober the brain, disordered by the grosser 
intoxication of wine. 

«* My dearest Mrs. Vivian, weep with me. Be 

Vol. II.— D 
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certain I honour these tears* But recollect you 
are a sailor's wife; consider how Harry adores 
you; repress this weakness before him. Show 
him that you are worthy to share the destiny of so 
honourable a man. You must not enfeeble his 
resolution by your sorrow, you must not exhaust 
his energy in striving with your distress.*' 

«* You are right. Oh, you are right !— as you 
always are. No, my Harry, I will not pain you 
by a look of regret — I will bid you go in God's 
name — and never cease to pray God for you till 
you return." 

A tear twinkled in the philosopher's eyes— ^those 
eyes which never wept. He pressed her hand — 
••God will preserve him, to bless you." 

Captain Vivian had been out ; his hasty knock 
was heard at the door ; he came in quickly — " Lau- 
rence, my dear fellow, I am glad you are come — 
you will congratulate me heartily — ^which this 
foolish girl," putting his arm round her waist, and 
pressing her fondly to his bosom, •• cannot find heart 
to do." 

She lifted up her face, and smiled in his — ^ I.will 
try though, my dearest, dearest Harry — I will try 
to rejoice in what rejoices you, as well as Mr. Her- 
vey. But when must you go ?" 

•« To-night" 

••To-night! — Good Heavens," with a sort of 
cry, 

•• I must be off for Portsmouth to-night, but it 
will be some days before I sail ; what say you to 
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running down there, and giving your benediction 
to my charming Sybile, before she sails. Will 
you, my love ? Will you start with me to-night? 
Laurence will run down with us, I am sure, and 
bring you safe back to town. Laurence, I do take 
a friend's freedom^ with your tin^e.** 

Laurence was at that moment cursing himself 
for the th(M)ghts of the past night, and vowing to 
his own soul, that if intrusted with the care of 
Inez, he would guard her with the jealous care of 
a father. He would justify the unsuspecting reli- 
ance of his friend ; he would not even think what 
ought by possibility to offend him. The purity 
of his sentiments seemed as by a miracle re* 
stored ; he answered cheerfully and without hesi- 
tation: — 

** My dear Harry, you will really ofiend me if 
you speak in that way. You know I only live to 
be of service to you, Mrs. Vivian, and the chiU 
dren. Employ me in any way, every way, my 
good feUow. You know how happy you make 
me,'* 

** I was quite' sure you would say and feel so^ 
Mr. Hervey,'' said Iiiez, giving him her hand, with 
the sweetest eipression of countenance. ''Ah, 
Harry 1 I shall like to go with you — ^to see your 
ship — to see you sail — Ah Heaven T and again she 
burst into tears. 
• ** My dearest Inez r 

" Oh 1 forgive me — this is the first day — I have 
not bad time to rally-.-I shall be very well behaved 
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in a little while — I won't cry at Portamouth — but 
one must have it out once. My dear, dear Harry 
—don't be ashamed of me, if I cannot bear it just 
at first I shall be better soon," and she ran out of 
the room, flew to her children, and, having deluged 
them with her tears, washed her eyelids, and com* 
posed her appearance, she came down into the 
dining-room once more, with a gentle serenity set- 
tled on her countenance. 

Harry had in the meanwhile been detailing to 
Laurence all the particulars of the appointment 
The Sybile had gone round to Portsmouth a week 
or two before, and in her Captain Vivian was to 
sail, to take the command of an expedition of 
which the object was as yet a secret. All he knew 
was, that he was to sail immediately, and with 
sealed orders. He explained as briefly as he could 
the situation of his private afiairs — told Laurence 
that, in case any thing should happen to him, he 
bad appointed him executor to his will, and guar- 
dian of his children ; commended the little ones to 
his tenderness and care — and, above all, entreated 
lum lo watch over and protect his Ifiez. 

** You understand her as well, perhaps better, 
Aan I do — ^you see what a heart she has. Neither 
her father, nor Miss Vivian, the only two near 
connexions we either of us possess, would be capa^ 
ble of supporting and consoling her under an 
affliction, such as — Heaven bless her — she would 
ftd for a poor fellow like me, if I* never came 
back again. Be kind to her, Laurence^ Even 
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you have been sometimes harsh and unjust with 
her — she does not deserve it. If ever there was 
an angel on this earth, it is she. Be tender to her 
for my sake." 

The heart of Laurence responded to the gener^ 
ous confidence of the husband. ** As there is a 
God in heaven," — ^the most habitual skeptics, in 
their solemn moments, appeal in spite of themselves 
to a higher power — " As there is a Grod in heaven 
. — I will be every thing to her that you can wish— 
I will guard her as the apple of my eye— protect 
her as the honour of my mother — defend her and 
keep her as my own soul." 

** Thank you, Laurence— I know I can trust 
you. Here she comes— Heaven bless her ! — ^how 
sweetly quiet she looks." 

The rest of the day was passed in busy prepa- 
rations, in which Laurence was engaged like e^ 
member of the family, and if at time^ his admira* 
tion of the conduct of Inez might appear too ex- 
cessive, no busy throbbings at the heart reminded 
him that it might be criminal. 

At ten o'clock in the evening they started with 
four horses, in Captain Vivian's carriage, for Ports* 
mouth. Laurence insisted upon travelling outside 
—he would not intrude upon the last moments of 
tender sorrow. He would allow Harry the op* 
portunity for being as weak and as womanly as he 
pleased — and Captain Vivian, it must be confessed^ 
took advantage of the occasion — and Inez and he, 
weefHOg in each other's arms— exchanging vowi 
P2 
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and blessings, and endearments and prayers, passed 
tbat night of sorrow in all the hallowed sweetness 
of sincere affection. 

Two days they spetat at Portsmouth ; two beau- 
tiful days of fine shining weather. The radiant 
9un and clear blue heavens reflected on the bosom 
of the glittering ocean, studded with vessels of 
every description. The beautiful Sybile lying 
gracefully on the water, her light spars and lofty 
masts rising in the air, and tracing* their graceful 
lines upon the sky. Long and often and tenderly 
and painfully did Inez gaze upon that vessel which 
was to bear away her husband — often did she 
walk, silently listening to the low befitting of the 
waves, summoning courage for that parting, which 
she found it almost impossible to endure. There 
was much to be done, and she was necessarily a 
good deal alone ; those moments were not wasted, 
they were spent in that best exercise, the fortify- 
ing of the heart by reflection to meet approaching 
evil. . 

The hour, the fatal hour, at last arrived. Cap- 
tain Vivian's boat lay at the sally-port— the car- 
riage of Inez stood ready at the inn door. Vivian 
had arranged with Laurence that he should not 
accompany him from shore, but placing Ifiez in 
her carriage the moment the parting was ever, 
should instantly return with her to town, aad to 
her children. 

She stands with a beating heart in the ina par- 
lotir listeniiq; to the retuming footsteps of her ha*- 
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band — ^returning, it might be, for the last time; 
The colour flutters in her cheek — now streaks it 
with a sudden crimson — ^now, as the blood retreats 
to the heart, a deadly paleness succeeds — Still she 
struggles for composure to support this dread part* 
ing as she ought to do. Quick footsteps are on the 
stairs — she presses her hands tightly upon her 
bosom, to still the almost insupportable beating 
within — The two friends enter — Harry, hurried, 
agitated, catches her in his arms — his fervent kisses 
are on her brow — her lips — his •^God bless my 
Inez — God in Heaven bless and keep my Ihez,*^ 
faltering, in broken accents, from his tongue. She 
has her arms folded round his neck-— *she answers 
bis caresses by her low inarticulate murmurs sht 
cannot speak — she falters — she reels — ^her head 
swims round—one last, fervent embrace — He must 
be gone — he places her in the arms of Laurence, 
with ** Heaven bless you — take care of her*' — and 
Harry Vivian has left all he loves best upon earth, 
and is hurrying down the High-street, dashing, as 
he goes along, the signs of tenderness from hit 
manly cheek. 

Was Laurence worthy to receive this pledge of 
confidence 7 was he worthy to be intrusted with 
the sacred treasure thus deposited under the guar* 
dianship of his honour ? Alas I he who has in* 
dulged in sinful longings, in unjustifiable wishes, he 
who has forfeited the inner purity of the heart, may 
vow to himself that his actions shall be squared by 
the rule preciae of rectitude — that no lemptation 
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shall dlure him from the path direct of truth and 
honour — he may vow sincerely, but he vows in 
vain. Hasty, though honest, resolutions, where 
corruption, unresisted, nestles in the bosom, feebly 
resist the force of rising passion. Sin is within — 
** Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see 
God" — ^but cursed are they who nourish a secret 
wickedness— they see God in his evidence, a clear, 
discerning conscience^ no more. Their eyes are 
darkened, their percepticm of things impaired. — To 
their distorted apprehension, right becomes wrong 
and wrong right, evil good and good evil, till crime, 
arrayed in those flattering colours with which the 
perverted imagination loves to adorn her, displaces 
the image of virtue in the soul. This is true of 
most crimes, which seldom utterly possess a man 
until his moral vision has been impaired by corrupt 
secret contemplations, and he bcomes, at last, in 
great n>easure, the victim of his own blindness. 
It is most especially true of those sins which bear 
a relation to the softer passions, those insidious be- 
trayers, so deceitful in all their influences. 

Inez had not fainted, but she could not at first 
stand, and Laurence continued to hold her in his 
arms, though it was with difficulty he could stand 
himself— -he supported her to the window, and 
threw it open. As the fresh air blew over her 
face, the colour returned, and,^ with a few convul- 
sive sobs, the breath of life revisited her bosomv. 

** Is he really gone t" — were her first words. 

^ He is^ indeed^or his sake, be comforted.*^ 
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" I am — I shall be— thank you, Mr. Hervey ; 
you are very kind — My dear Harry — Heaven 
bless him," — and then the tears ran fast and 
silently down her cheeks. 

Laurence, who had expected a storm, was re* 
lieved by this gentleness, and melted by her soft 
and patient air. 

^ What will you do ?" said he. 

*^ Oh I go to my children— take me to my ch^ 
dren — I shall be better when I have seen them. 
Ah ! Mr. Hervey, how little one thinks what the 
word parting means I" 

" Your carriage is waiting." 

** I am ready." 

Laurence soon placed her within, sprang to her 
side ; every thing was prepared, the carriage 
started immediately^ and Portsmouth was speectilir 
left behind. 

Laurence sat silent and immoveable in one comer 
of the carriage, while Inez, her face covered with 
her handkerchief, sank into the other, silently weep-^ 
ing over all her fond recdiections. 

His sensations it would be difficult to describe 
as, alone with the only woman he had ever found 
it possible to love, in a carriage, that most perfect 
of solitudes, he seemed severed from the universe, 
and only existing in her. She who was innocence 
itselfr however, neVer even felt the alone^ so inex* 
pressibly precious to him ; and after having wept 
for some time, till, calmed and relieved, her tears 
ceased of themselves, she wiped her eyes ; and, 
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baying looked out of the window, as a sort of pre- 
liminary, anxious to show her sense of his sympa- 
thy and kindness, she addressed him with an air of 
reliance and confidence, as if certain of finding 
support and comfort in his friendship and his wis- 
dom. He was not insensible to the appeal, and 
exerted himself to talk in his usually agreeable 
manner. They talked of her future plans— ^f her 
children — of how she would occupy herself till 
Harry's return. Inez, with the cheerful readiness 
of a healthy mind, liaying already imagined a 
thousand schemes for cheating the weary hours. 
Soon the smiles of hope revisited her lips, as her 
sanguine imagination passed hastily over the space 
that was to intervene before her husband should be 
restored to her arms. While Laurence, though 
bis tones were unusually soft, and his eyes bent too 
pensively upon her, preserved with some effort that 
appearance of tranquillity wbich be had rigidly 
enjoined to himself. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Thb travellers reached Loadon before tea time^ 
and were received in Spring Gardens by the stately 
Hiss Vivian, whom Harry had requested to give 
her company to his wife during his absence. Not 
that either of the two very much liked Miss Vivian ; 
for the precision of her manners and the formality 
of her ideas, suited ill with their own cheerful tn« 
saadancej but they both felt instinctively that Inez 
was too young and too beautiful to bereft absolutely 
without protection, and agreed under that con- 
venient form, " it will be better,** to iavite her to 
pass the time in Spring Gardens. Inez indeed 
might have gone to Middleton Court, but, besides 
that she wished to remain in London, where she 
should be on the spot to receive the speediest in- 
telligence of her husband, the admiral and his 
faithful Pylades Mr. Roper had done a most un- 
usual thing for them — they had gone a long journey 
into Ireland, to visit an old naval friend of the 
admiral's, and were to be absent some weeks. 

Miss Vivian lived in a very lovely cottage on 
that beautiful range of bills rising from the Thames 
and terminating in the village of Roehampton. 
There she had converted a few acres of ground. 
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by her persevering gardening, into a perfect para- 
dise ; in the centre of which stood her little villa, 
built, as it is the pleasure of some to prefer them» 
with a number of low rooms, and surrounded by a 
roofed verandah, which, invented to repel the 
piercmg beams of an Italian sun, effectually ex- 
cludes the cheerful light and agreeable heat of an 
Engli^ one. The rooms were small and incon- 
venient, as if contrived to show the power of ele* 
gant furniture and tasteful arrangement to triumfA 
over these defects of proportion. Neatness, ele- 
gance, order,' and propriety are excellent things, 
and without them life speedily degenerates into a 
brutal and intolerable afiair ; but there is a neatness, 
order and propriety, so still, so cold, so paraionless, 
tiiat b<^ the heart and imagination receive a sud* 
den chill on entering where they reside. It was 
60 at Bellevue, the drawing-room so purely fair, as 
if that moment fresh from the hands of the painter 
—the furniture so perfectly, yet so immoveably, 
arranged that it appeared like presumption to move 
a chair out of its place — the book-shelves stored 
with elegantly bound volumes too elegant to be 
handled or to be read — the cold, composed mistress 
of the house, not a fold of her dress, not a curl of 
her hair, but in the most perfect order, as if pas- 
sion, iiurry, and emotipn were alike strangers to 
fcer bosom and to her household — ...Captain Vivian 
and Inez never visited Bellevue but they felt the day 
insupportaUy long ; Inez endeavoured to be cheer- 
ful and pleasant, but her pretty mouth was dis- 
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torted by inward yawns, and, in her efforts to 
avoid an uncivil silence, she perpetually made 
blunders and uttered platitudes, which Miss Vivian 
was certain to take up in her composed manner, 
and show off to the best advantage — while Captain 
Vivian played with the children — ^talked to Miss 
Vivian's large, solemn-looking dog — walked to the 
window — strolled into the garden— and bugged 
Ifiez for joy at their release, when they were shut 
up in the carriage to go home. 

Ifiez could not even now help considering Miss 
Vivian's visit as a necessary evil, but trusted its 
continuance would be rendered less irksome to all 
parties by the incessant business in which she was 
usually engaged. For this lady was eminently a com- 
mittee woman, a member of societies, a drawer-up 
and reader of reports, a frequenter of meetings 
where great lords and gentlemen play at business^ 
and affect eloquence to please busy single women 
of much time and money. She was a busy in« 
spector of the poor, an enemy to all indiscriminate 
charity, an especial enemy to all Sunday relaxa- 
tion, to all idleness, all carelessness, all extrava- 
ganee. She was one indeed whose activity would 
have been invaluable had it been united with that 
*« love," that gentle indulgent spirit of love, which 
He who knew the heart declared to be the founda- 
tion of all social virtue — ^but, animated by no such 
sentiment, she walked a ccld and spectral image 
of charity, serving too often to disgust those who 
vdshed to do good with the means of doing it — and 

Vol. IL— E 
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to rec<mcile those whoie good works were the ac« 
ddental eSeci of impulse alone, to their own neg- 
ligent and careless good-nature. 

The effect she had produced upon the mind of 
liiez had been certainly hurtful as far as it extended. 
Miss Vivian, who appeared to her so unamiable 
and tiresome, she knew to be reputed an excellent 
person, and she was tempted too hastily to con- 
clude that she owed somewhat of her unamiable- 
ness to her excellencies. The mistake is common 
with young and ardent minds, and the soberer 
virtues are too often despised because associated 
in idea with that coldness and insensibility of char- 
acter which render their exercise so easy. 

Miss Vivian was somewhat shocked when the 
door opened and Mrs. Vivian and Laurence made 
their appearance — it had not struck her before, 
but she, who wanted that charity which thinketh 
no evil, immediately reflected how much more 
proper it would have been, if the charge of Inez 
from Portsmouth had been committed to herself. 

Mrs. Vivian gave her a hasty welcome and ran 
up stairs to her nursery. Laurence walked into 
the room — ^he felt not sorry to find Miss Vivian 
there — the continual restraint he had put upon his 
feelings during the long tgte-k-tete was beginning 
to become wearisome — ^and he felt relieved by the 
presence of a third person from that dangerous 
diarge of himself which every hour rendered more 
dangerous — from that irksome effort at indiflferent 
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conversation which every hour rendered more 
irksome. 

• He was glad to take possession of his accustomed 
chair, and indulge in silent languor those dangerous 
contemplations which were again fast corrupting 
the integrity of his thoughts. 
- The fire was blazing cheerfully, and tea was 
waiting for the travellers. Inez soon appeared, 
her younger child in her arms, crowing and 
screaming with delight, patting her cheeks with 
its little hands, and loading her with caresses,— 
the elder one, silent and tender, hanging on her 
gown, as if afraid again to lose her; she sat down 
on her chair, close to that occupied by Laurence. 
He took the eldest in his lap, she placed the other 
in hers ; the little ones laughed, played, and chatted 
with their mother, and Laurence talked to them in 
that quiet, joking manner, which made him a vast 
favourite with children. Miss Vivian sat making 
tea behind the hissing urn, — ^it was a comfortable 
&mily party. 



When Laurence went to his lodgings that night, 
he drew his chair to the hearth, and having placed, 
as he was wont (like most bachelors, and some 
married men), a foot on each hob, engrossing the 
whole fire ; he began to reflect upon the events of 
the day, and for the first time seriously to ask 
himself the question, what were his feelmgs,-^ 
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what vere his yiews, and what, under his cir- 
cumstancesy he ought to do. In spite of hit self- 
delusion, be found it difficult to allay certain 
fears to which the various emotions of the last 
few hours had given rise, and could not divest 
himself of a doubt whether he were, all things 
considered, exactly the fittest and safest guardian 
to whom his friend could have intrusted his 
wife. He could not help asking himself whether, 
if Harry had suspected the intense sensation with 
which the depositei had been received, he would, 
with so much satisfaction, have left his treasure 
mlmost in his arms : and whether to live in the 
perpetual presence of one whose distant voice or 
footstep sent the blood hurrying through his veins, 
yet one on whom it is treachery even to cast a 
wish, was exactly what was most prudent and 
wise. Should he fly while it was yet in his power ? 
Was not that a measure due to his own peace of 
inind, and to the faith pledged to his friend ? To 
fly while it was yet in his power? — but was 
it in his power? The very idea was already 
insupportable. To live in perpetual self-restraint ; 
to deny himself the pleasure of looking at, or 
of almost speaking to her; to feign coldness, 
indifierence, injustice— every thing was easy— 
but to leave her altogether, to suffer her to forget 
liim, to endeavour to forget her, it seemed to him, 
under the in&tuation of his fatal disorder, that to 
be cured — to learn to forget— to be restored to his 
usual stale of insensibility, would be of all results 
^e most to be deprecated ; it would be to pass 
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firom life to death, from warm, animated ezistenoe 
to dreary, pale monotony : and why? — ^wby should 
such an exchange be made f By what law was 
he required to annihilate feelings so exquisites- 
trample out as it were the flame that animated and 
exalted his heart? What I because his secret 
feelings, which no power on earth should ever 
tempt him to disclose, might by this incomparable 
creature be somewhat excited, to pass that line 
which frigid moralists have laid down as the 
proper limit of sentiment in his circumstances, was 
it necessary that he, like a tutored school-boy, 
riiould renounce the delights of the most generous 
of passions ?— and for what? What was this 
absurd monopoly which, under the name of public 
order, would forbid those secret aspirations of the 
heart — ^with which public order has nothing to do 
— ^would restrict the influence of these matchless 
perfections to one probably rendered insensible by 
too long and too secure a possession ? . Was he to 
be the dupe of all this old-world cant? — ^and, after 
all, if he felt in any real danger, it would then be 
time enough to run away. 

And with this conclusion he laid his head upon 
his pillow, and with this conclusion he rose in the 
morning, resolving to be cautious — and avoid even 
the shadow of evil in action, and confine every 
tempestuous emotion to his own bosom ; — and in 
this conclusion he began the most dangerous sys- 
tem of intercourse that ever beguiled man or 
woman. 

£2 
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CHAPTER XL 

M188 VmAN» we have said, was unfortunateljr 
ao companion for Ifiez, who had indeed — fortunately 
or unfortunately » — (ot that is as it may prove — no 
▼ery intimate female friend. She never had pos* 
•essed much taste for the sort of thing ; indeed 
Captain Vivian had, unce her marriage, stood aa 
entirely in the relation of friend to her/their union 
and confidence bad been so complete — that had 
she been blessed with a treasure of this nature — it 
k more than probable she would have, before this^ 
isdlen under the reproach of most young and happy 
wives, and have been somewhat negligent in the 
performance <^ the duties exacted by that con- 
nexion.. 

After her husband^s departure, though she nei- 
ther pined nor fretted, yet she certainly felt her 
i^irits saddened below their usual level, and she 
was therefore little inclined to mix in general soci« 
ety» One only person possessed the art of charm- 
ing her attention, and beguiling the hours, other- 
wise so tedious, of her widowhood : and he, having 
vowed to himself to ta^)e temperately of the forbid- 
den cup— to vimt in Spring Gardens only oceaaioB- 
ally and moderately, with due intervals^ &c. — 
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ended by paisiiig there nearly the whole of his 
tkne. 

Miss Vivian was, as we have said, a woman of 
business. Her mornings were occupied with meet- 
ings and committees, her evenings in drawing up 
and correcting reports* Laurence and Ifiez were 
left almost completely to themselves and to the 
children ; who, playing on the carpet at their feet^ 
just sufficiently broke the continual t^te-a-t^te, so as 
to render it less alarming, and perhaps more dan- 
gerous. The books were resumed, and weve 
again, as erst to those unhappy victims of passion 
who met the wanderer at the gates of Hades, in- 
separable in their melanchcJy immortality — the 
food of dangerous tempting thought. Again, the 
study of those poets was resumed, where Laurence 
found reflected all that was passing in his own 
bosom — again, as the sounds came softened froih 
those beautiful lips, while with her dark and braided 
hair, her brow of antique mould and purest marble^ 
she bent over the book, would he sufier his eye un- 
chastened to fasten upon her countenance, till his 
very heart sickened within his breast — ** GalS<dta 
fi il Kbrd e chi lo scrisse^ — 

Many weeks passed in this manner : Laurence 
engaged in a contest in which every day he felt 
himself losing ground. Yet still his resolution was 
]Hreserved, and not the slightest expression of his 
feelings had as yet passed, at least beyond his eyes 
^-but his framop not built to endure the struggles 
of a passion» the m<Mre destructive because not in 
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union vnih his usual system of being, began at 
length to yield under days and nights of passionate 
and hopeless excitement ; his brow assumed an air 
of delicacy — the blue veins were visible on his 
transparent temples — his frame looked attenuated 
— ^his breath came and went with difficulty — ^his 
eyes burned with' a gloomy concentrated fire. She 
noticed these changes with concern, but without 
the slightest suspicion of their cause. 

" How pale you are grown, Mr. Hervey," said 
she; ''what ails you? Something, I am quite 
sure, is the matter. Something weighs on your 
spirits — I do not mean to intrude upon your con- 
fidence — yet . . . ." 

" You never call me Laurence — ^why that odious 
formality ?** 

** You cannot mean to answer me in that ridicu- 
lous manner. I ask you whether you are ill or un- 
happy, and you answer, ' You never call me Lau- 
rence.' Does that make you ill and unhappy ?" 

"Yes." 

« Yes !" moving the chair a few paces from his, 
while she looked, wondering, in his face, ** What 
are you thinking of?" 

** Don't move your chair away — ^in pity — in pity, 
Inez." 

" In pity I" very much surprised. 

** I am weary of restraint— I can bear these tor- 
lures no longer," he cried, vehemently, as if sonae 
mighty barrier opposed to his feelings had all at 
once given way. ''Human nature can endure 
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them no longer — I must — I will — ^Ifiez,'' imperi- 
ously, ** sit down where you were before — sit down 
by roe'' — ^with the roost pathetic earnestness--'* sit 
down by roe, or kill roe at once." 

^ Grood Heavens, Mr. Hervey," said she, shocked 
and astonished, yet still without an idea of his 
meaning — ^ what can you mean ? what is the mat. 
ter? Have you any thing to tell me ? — any thing 
of Harry?" 

" Pooh, nonsense," peevishly — " I beg your par- 
don. Sit down where you were before— only do 
that." 

** And why should I ?" — drawing her chair some 
paces farther away — ** You are more inconceivable 
than ever this rooming, — and, I think, scarcely de- 
serve that I should endeavour to understand you* 
If you did not look so deadly pale — and wretchedly 
thin — I should be very angry with ibia^nonsense 
I will call it." 

" Do I look pale ?— do I look thin ? — Inez — Inea 
— ^you see it then at last — I aro a dying roan." 

** You, — oh, Laurence, don't say so. Surely you 
are not in earnest," approaching hiro with affec- 
tionate solicitude. ^ Tell roe nothing is really the 
matter. No, you are only frightening me — nothing 
is really the matter — ^yet how very ill you look f 
what ails you ? do you suffer ?" 

** Suflfer I — good God — ah, Ifiez, the bitterest tor- 
tures that ever racked the wretch expiring on the 
wheel are ecstasy to mine. Suffer I — ^merciful 
Heaven 1 Give roe your hand«" 
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58 THE admiral's daughter. 

She held it out— he took it in his — ^his, so thin, 
burning, and wasted — she thought, with fever. 
Alas ! little did she suspect what fever was con- 
suming his veins. For a moment he pressed her 
'fingers, with an almost spasmodic contraction — 
then, recollecting himself, was contented with hold- 
ing them in his, — ^while the colour faintly revisited 
his wasted cheek. 

"Inez, let me — let me — it does me good" — as 
she strove to withdraw her hand — " Sit down 
where you were before — 1 suffer*' — 

She obeyed — melted and alarmed at once by an 
expression of excessive pain, which she now ob- 
served, as she had once or twice done before, cross 
his countenance. 

** Inez, could you — if I were indeed dying— could 
you have the patience to sit so by me ? Will you 
— could you— would you — pity me ?" 

** I could sit by you for ever, if that would do 
you good, Laurence,'' said she, melting into tears, 
" but tell me— tell me— where — how do you suffer T 
Ah ! why have you concealed it so long? I see 
how ill you are — but surely you will take advice 
— a remedy must be found." 

" There is no remedy," cried he, passionately. 
" Earth affords no remedy — Heaven no cure — The 
grave — sleep — everlasting annihilation, is all I 
hope for— and all I deserve — Don't ask me ques- 
tions, but sit by me — that soothes me — Let me 
hold your hand : that allays my burning torture. 
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THE ADMIRAI»'S DAUOHTXB. d9 

— Ohl Inez, look at me— I forget my self I — I am 
lostr 

Even yet it seemed that she did not in the least 
imderstand his meaning — so unsuspecting is per- 
fect innocence. Yet she endeavoured to withdraw 
her hand — he would not relinquish it — She felt 
very awkward at first — ^but ended by letting it 
remain as it was. 

. Then he began again in that sweet persuasive 
voice so seductive to her ears, to converse in. his 
usual delightful manner — pouring his ideas, like a 
flood, into her mind — charming her every faculty 
by his eloquence, his sensibility, his intelligence. 
At length, though still he abstained from alluding 
to his own peculiar feelings, he began to speak of 
/ot?6— that dangerous theme. He painted the pas- 
sion as Inez had imagined, but never yet witnessed 
its power. He spoke with an eloquence and en- 
thusiasm rare, even in him — ^but he had abandoned 
himself, in reckless despair, to the tide of his feel- 
ings, suffering them to bear him where they 
would. 

The lock of the door was heard to move. Lau- 
rence started, and let drop the hand. Inez drew 
her chair a yard or two away — she felt the colour 
rising to her cheek — the first faint signal of ap- 
proaching danger. — She heeded it not — that is, she 
thrust from her mind a thought that intruded. — 
She would not admit it for an instant Laurence 
promised himself to be more cautious; he had 
promised himself Xofiy ; but he could no longer 
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60 VHB abmibal's dauohtbh. 

exist separated from the object of his passion. 
Death — dishonour — perdition— had he believed in 
such a thing, he would rather have dared all. ^ To 
cast out his right eye — ^to serve his right hand"* — 
he had not been taught in that school. 



The next day the agitation was not confined to 
him alone. liiez I — ^thoughts had at last entered 
that, till then, pure and innocent mind — ^thoughts 
not rejected with the indignation of a virtue all in 
arms — thoughts seductive to her vanity — ^flattering 
must it be said, to her heart I Was it possible? — 
a man so highly gifted — he who had held so lightly 
by her — he — could it be? had she a power? She 
dismissed the idea — she would not for a moment 
entertain it — it was nonsense — ^but the idea was 
obstinate — ^it would recur. And when, the next 
day, as a matter of course, he took her hand, and 
held it, while she faintly strove to withdraw it — 
and he, his pleading eyes fixed upon hers — his lips 
pale — ^his countenance wasted — said '* Let it be, 
lAez — ^it is an innocent indulgence — I shall not ask 
it long." Did she withdraw it ? — No. 

Laurence was no adept in seduction — but had 
he possessed, in perfection, all the secrets of that 
blapk and villanous art, he could scarcely have 
practised them with effects so fatal as those 
which flowed from his own infirmity of purpose. 
He struggled — ^but he strutted imperfectly — He 
strove with half a wish.--He would, like Macbeth 
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He) vrcidd i ksve iniulgsdi «iM]pcbb paiaida^H-^ 
leave uttstnieclhiiirkodh h6iibaread hiBicmB.^*^ 
Ue shrimk frbm^tbe path. «Aicfeakiiei«oiM gutiM 
lid^ securttsfMie p^rsMted iri tmkiiag, 4facH;igh iMriUa 
MMritigf irMtoUna etepi^tfaair^idNfcbiaQii^tiiD^vi^ 
drty-bad'tfstray.' I. -:..-^: -i % '. . n 

«eal>tfae plisiioiir'iiejTViDuldi^mK ^aaate^^toi reUsr 
temptations to which, be^^^wghtnt^ tobii^iei^ 

posed himself— his torments— his emotions — his 
internal struggles — ^hkh despair — acted fatally on 
the imagination of his victim — the effect he would 
code. Mve deprdoatedi' elunedrf^BUz.. I)Qgan;ito 
watch w«th pity!^T-with inteiif8t«?«*-wiljb.ten^cqe6i 
the alteration of feed&ngft whk^bever^ tooLraifiarak 
tfaair ooald 4>£fend her.\ . . - i 

;Haryy.wal)£ir awayi^ ptimiingrbta aordimaks pran 
fisssi^a oo^ ttw istoimy ioceaa-^week .aft^r 'WeoM 
eUupaedr^aodf.na fetter^^m lidttigs^iTeinkHlMiJiexi 
^tbe a^at<wlandei!«r(,Qr'iiiVeffted:ihfiv attentimic 
Srom the: ajgMiea :o£ hisa jadioiia^ end , dying ai 
berfeet •: ■ ," •; • i 

- To s^aiatft feom Laurence ^asja speoieaol 
ecuelty «h^ aeiler-oaee thoi:^ o£-^Ignoraat of 
life<^its»tiaare%itadaii9Qr^-r*4j9ieedIess aod confideai 
in faeradf-^'^sfae never aurmiaed.die possibility of 
bev own frailty/y^-oritkat evil .oould liurk^ where thd 
iugh>«6oufe4 ^ted Laurencewas c(»iC)erned-T*<8be 
wsis^ imprudent^ ti0rtiffeotingrUiiJ9Qb(K>ledrCoihpa«<i 
aixmate) and gefibsoua«^llerthe;.dave of a passidir 
Vol. IL— F 
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the^Biora iolfsse^ asiit.was ibe very finit.lfcat etw 
bad mastered him--t-SbaIl; we lUIow siep by step^ 
tlie.ailvaBces of guilt? SbaH wedii9ok»e the vain, 
delumoios,' the fala6 seasdiiiiigfli^ with -mbkh tlia 
mitid diifgulsea ioitaelf itb owa larpilud^ 7 Sbail 
we betrajrall flie laisto'afajei.weakDeu of hii«n^ 
nature under temptation? Suffice it tojMiy, dhigi, 
Gooaequtnce^ weteaudbt at those who ventuHB to 
walk. in> forbidden jpathd, relying en tbejur awit 
sirei^gih^ o«gbt toantmpate . . • ., 



> Her grief, her angaish; her 8eIf*reproacfaes, her 
despair^ mookdescription-^yeti Ukethe poor bird, 
iiSBinated by ithe bright gKtteriffg eye of the ser- 
pent— ^where did she fly for support, for oonsda^ 
lioni but to : Uiat bosom, whieh had so crudly 
betrayed' her trust ?— to him she luut so long re<> 
garded as all that was wise and right<^tebim the 
image of virtue in her mind ? 'Her very guilt-^ 
tlie strange and £Bil9e poeition in which the inno- 
cent find themselves placed by their first'orimer- 
formed a tie te^^bind her more closely to her de- 
eeiver.-'^-^She seemed to ezist^to breathe^— rbut in 
that presence whibh had been her . destruotion. 

Oh! thatv^e>had the pen of the gi«at master of 
human passion^that, . like him, with some few* 
fiuthful touches it "were given to us. to portray the 
real horrors of guilt-^the fall from innocence to 
vioe«p— To paint that dark clood, which settles over 
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file bright cmsullied tafnple <jf ^e^ tkoiigbt«^^iib 
miserable weight hailing on the heart^^tbe ferey- 
jsfa, hasty joy^-^the bitter selAloathing revuldoti*^ 
the disorder of the ideas-^hc diseased and com 
Tupted afibGdojQ»--atl the harmony of life tutheti 
foul discoird^- 

»- ^iik» tmest bMk JangM; dut ^ tank sad i^t**^ j? , 

and worse — ^the meannesses, and the basenes^ei, 

the sdblerftiges and the deceits, ^hiaki Hnked in 

'fiuial consequence^ drearily Attend opob-erime*^ 

• TtQth AM pundty; and •eM^^steeM, -aiid bonett 

dignity t and generous.regard> f6t ^thien^aUdlhat 

sweet confidence rX a living God, tOstifilK} by >Ais 

whirrs of con^iehco^^tehanged f^ todfu«l6A, 

and selfishness^ and fear ! Such a pfcttere, had ii^ 

jMit th^ poweir Mtd paint ft— wodd^dcai^ th*i s^l 

'from the very IWst thought or sus)^tt6tf'of wrbn^ 

^would strip the flattering veSF from guilty eotciti^. 

ihent—Jtob pesskm of its "flatteridsi— |>!easure df 

her delusions — investing *purlty', anid TefetiVud^^and 

ifideli^, and honour, with *6it o#n*brigW atid^iii. 

pttrallefed'altWlcttdns. ' '' ^'-" 'J '' 

Alas ^'ftr the unforlttnale Ifleif ! ' She ifl^iis foftneii 

•t6 tsfstd, tntts fill! extent, th€^ bhtCTttesi'oF fh6 eit- 

change sh^ had madli^She feW&kerted, tit k Weti, 

ifrbm a dreaih-^aii ffliiiridii-Hi delirium toartari- 

gbiirh the more fduditbg; M* it wbi^ tnfn^fcfd i^Wtk 

otie woi^ of reproach fo W'i^e<iKiceri^i^€Mten;*ib 

the dead^NbT fhi&ifigH dJiJ^^l^'l^i^ 
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•pUlDw — driven bjr turoulitAiQUd Uiougbts (tho^ve^ 
-kntlassi fu£ie9)» Had pacing her rooiQ-^^seek vainly 
Jor refuge-^for ^elieCfr^pm her diittiaotion^'^fter a 
jMght .of sleepless deapair would she wait> divided 
ibetW'eea hope And>rei»Qr<)e,iliU be came--till that 
step was heard upon the stairs-T-tiU he entered 
unannounced that fatal drawing-room — till, like 
a child" <}ii iUN laother'A bosomt^^ber £Mrehe&d bent 
upon his arm, she would sob, and weep herself to 

. . .Tl»^ of0Qt : prpduoed xxfm J^uma^. bjr Ibis ith 
.ieMe-r-rtUft; /Bgrniimg «en«ibility^t|H» chikUife 
)QO0&le|ioer-?lU»art)^, thomgh guttty aA^chmekit, 
ibuSk^ the ; poMT^r <tf woisdsk-^The pQip^noki eih 
r|ttea3ioHai<>if idptattyf of ^doi^tiooy wordft reademd 
,<¥>ilgarbyfthe|r.appU<;<|tian,ti^.^nM)«enl aadenpi^- 
ffijious f(^iflg|j-^>fe ;9tt0r|y in«ngnificaiit - jhirmr^r- 
|SU;iffi(^ it U^Mjit hid w^ole soul waa :.absocb?d* by 
.be^— FfOr QM»f the^wspftlpopseqaBiHse* of* BuppeQa 
did npt en$tteh— aiLtMy^^di^reQP^-ryBODtQinpi*^- 
:lho9^.bitlf^ p)reGui9pDs U stijl Jjiiitter^r |iel4bii|tioi|. 
>TT7nL.e(t.it-n<9it b<5^de^^ajiK imj^oca^l ^oft^x^ngf^ 
.t))e picHire to.M^npwiedge^, tkM. % pfice^ Iboiigfi 
woman was frail, man waS'.AOt uipflf?Gi^^*--wd 
Ja^ e$f$^ped;'a:QQP9e^)ueflkoe i^kM^ W^^^d^ have 
j^rtx^B^d tbe trugeidy by bmialEiQg. her bei^f. 

.pgiptioq iiR^y bi^ ber oiKn fet^rn-Ine^ ffW-rb^t it 
iM^ ,^ H^ viQam.of>99 selQ A 'i^itt|y-T-Q^ pief^t 
.por^qpttoof . Si;ie fe^mn^ ^a^fj^jniig^t ^ik^; wf^ 

i^^^* { r^nv^^ ' ^T^T ^1 'If) '^^^^ I , I'll* ■ • 1 ■ 'v/ 1 '^ ^^^"^ "-' ' i 
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doted upon his victim to an excess with which 
even his former feelings could not be compared. 
To devote every hour of his existence to her — to 
sooth — to console — to make himself the veriest 
slave that ever trod the earth, cost this man, once^ 
so proud in his independence, nothing : — ^he lived 
but for her — ^and in her. — lie had' not a view — not 
a wish — ^not an idea, that centred not in her — ^he 
iMidi^ ttibefor rerdorie^no mofhei^t ^rtweitre" 
proacbe$--^she' was bisM4t wns enough-«--^smd could 
hd onc» hdEverofbiMdled hertdherselfU^^okicouId* J. 
— Wdv^d tht winds -alvd; tli^ waves restore! the 
Tirtuev thb peace of thind' diat was lost? WouM 
'the 6fieh]em0, the servants of natiutei, interfere' t6 
protect the victims of her powers ?^ He dared not 
form' a> wtsh-^he dai^cd not whisper, the. dark/ tfao 
guilty faqpef ^ven to his ijimost'hekrtr**-bitt h6w did 
diat spoilers heart beat^^when^the imoigelcf Ifidt 
'^Kis ftee—rsefeiwed fromioMiertieft— restored to 
hersctf— hiS' by alttte liiw^of society— .*hi» beyond 
the power of fat^--*4iis /br evBr'*^^<rro&aed hia mind, 
-^ain 1— Gainl • : i , 



• 1 . .. . 
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t CHAPTER XU, 

Idgn of exUtmuN^ nmunded ,lntt;lhai'M ttY«d**f-> 
Time xoHed oti**--«iid fititt tlw ImhIhkI imjb jnknU 

Mits Vivian, had liteadheeiil.Jthe iHt«^ 
Mmk \7hich completed the downfriltif tlez-^&be 
had remaiDed kog eiiough'flfVftyibrthe^tiiltfpahr 
la reoover frbm the 6m\ Ttoletit escitameiit of tbedf 
new iiluatiOD.^Tb^ ArgtMntat8^*i-lfae fioo^migcaiea 
;«*4of LaoareBeahadrbefare her fleturiiy pii>dik»d 
their effect en th^ plastic mind 6f I&Bt.-**;4^ie bqgali 
to yield to tfaoie idphii^^a ^whioh eipery man 
hnowa how to makeiise/of-oal such an.becaflioQrt 
and vfbo better than Lanrence! iirhose klms.of 
morals were all vague and undefined-^-and who 
had been a too willing disciple of that school which 
prefers pleasure, liberty, taste, and refinement, ta 
severe virtue and rigid right. 

He intended not to corrupt — but was it likely 
that, imbued with principles such as his, he should 
not use arguments, convincing to himself, to blind 
that clear searching eye of rectitude which still 
too plainly estimated the evil m its full enormity? 

Ifiez» gradufdly lulled by those opiates of the 
•: i 
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^ti9eietiee^*^cise;Bk(W poisowoif the )K)tiI^--4aiik 

jbto a sAdte'\!4iicfa, though it sould m:! beissiid tobe 

tepj^yv niiglitbei called-in compamoDt^^eaqrr^aiid 

It waiB ^oowonfy at intenlals that the shaivp <pioiiiard 

^'r(!C<!)fiectkm W<ni]d stafb ber to the heart-^whtffi 

kM 6hiM#e&-^h6t 4doom»fg, lAnocent chikbreii 

•^'vrhdti little Geoilgy, 'Wi1}> her iaiir kahr, the 

Image of her^fhih^-^rew^ 'her ehubby, iiifantitte 

'ann$ >r6utld^h6r tieck^ covering her tiMith 9weidt 

hisa^Si — ^I'befi w^utd she press the chiM wiklly to 

her bosom— set her rapidly down — sink cfti hei* 

iciiees before a chaiip-^and, boryitig her J^Mse/Within 

ber arnnh^aiid her arms in all the wild saperfluity 

of her hciir, cry as if her heart were braalfeing. . 

. Miiis Vivian was slow of peroeptioo, though ref^ 

l^ed- a remarkably clever woinani*— 'Like < other 

charaet^rs of her frigid classi she had little- sym^ 

j^tby: with, and - very little knowledge of what 

passed ill the bosoniB of oth<grsi As Latireiice wab 

rather more cautious in timing hisivisito than h^ 

iiad beeti be£Enre heir departcrre>^*-4hos6 little vague 

MspiciofiSy ^wliieh had played about her mind, that 

Mr. Hervey came toonmch to the house, wei^ 

Bilaye^i; she marked not the hesitating inart, the 

ipifttig coldQf^ithe shaking tiand of liez, as one 

btief kiiockstmck on die houileMloor^he^marked 

i(K>t those eyes bent <to the groond ail Lanmace en^ 

lere^^atbat werted face, as he tdok^faer hand 

I^urenoe'^iad^alwiiyviome goddk-easoii'f coming 

-e«K)W a 'boc^H-^now a ^pibturb-^^^iow apiece of 

inuMO--^&clw « tesaoii: ta the little Fieoreivoe^te 
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Witby ^hat migbt seem, a strange iQto^teticjr., lie 
iieeined to endeavour to.atooe t6 tbe. child for th^ 
ji^ury he bad done, by dev6ting himsetf to beriior 
provei^eiii in the moat sedu'louer manner-^eb 
who had hated escertioD^ of every (tort, now piat 
.^ieatly pursued, the . wearying la^ of jiuitructiM^ 
with ag^ntlenesa and.pejipseverance th|i{tensur€)d.the 
:rapid advance of his popiI» whilje it engaged all her 
childish afiections,T—Xbe Jittleones wereier ever 
on his kne^> fondling, him as if he had been thejir 
father. . . ! 

, ** Really, Mr» Laurence," said Miss Vivian omt 
day, when Mrs,. Vivian wad out of $he room; 
** you quite surprise me by the pain^ y^u lake 
with that dear child— You. are quite a singularity 
—you who uaed to hate trouble so heartily — I em 
«ve CapC^in Vivian is very much obliged to you*" 

The blood did then mount to the temples of 
•Xiaurence as he .bent^ver the little girl'se^perciser^ 
He affected not to hear. 

*' I say, Mr. Laurenoe-»-tbat Captain Vivian is 
tender great obligations to you — I am sure for thai 
child, what between Harry's negligence ttnd. Mr& 
Vivian's weak indulgence, was on the very point 
of being.utterly ruined. But ifi it :nQt ^strange that 
!we hear ilbthtng of him ?— I called art the admiraltsf* 
as I came. Uiis mornings No despatches. Pragr 
Beaten, he may be safe." iLlturence atill kept his 
tiead beat to the little hand he was dbefcting. 
. ^ I must owAy r think Mrs. Vivian looks, i^ery 
ani»o»a^< though she n^et saya a word to om.ob 
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•the sul^det.' She ^tribes me as k^ofiLiag wotriod 
'ftnd^erV'Oiss ; but «he is i^ reservedt I can make 
nothing of her." . ^4^ 

< '' 1 1 : i& cnatuiMl that afae shooU be anKious,'' at 
length articulated Laurence. < 

" ." Sheasi leertiiinlya teryi chiarming' young fedy,'* 
^od^nimtied'MisB ¥kian^^yet I tised^to dank' Hari^ 
wfgte haite<i<Mia betler.*^ : - - . ; 
'« Why »D<?'?'4»id.La«i«|ice,:ha»t^^ ^ 
'« My:hea(rt lopg misgave me a^xnit .lti«t fhat- 
-mge* Theifimt 'tinle L Mrrtr Mias Tharhhsagii, 
ttiiem> waatsohvethiing airy^ aiiid fii^y» aind <ftnctfttl 
about her manner 1 did not quite Tike. 1 think 
dhdtanliyodl taM 'i^bifaetMng>Df the Uik}, Jjhorf^ 
but I own my opiUon- te bhange)l-^I Mnk «he is 
devoted to him now — ^indeed^i»oev^«aw4i bap- 
'pkfr ^ dotipie,! eflcebpt'thatifte was banfly^ the ikui^tefM? 
^nbugfa^^yoir uaderrtaBd. imsHt-li 7^Y£fe>toa>isldli4- 
-galIt ; ibot ihe 'e^ridentty fiiels 'aUovt thhnf inote: I 
only wish she were a little less reserved^^mfh^ 
4iMdaBraniJetyitt d)8le^^pan(Ni^ Mti Henri^.'^' 
; .liLdEuiT^feneelAaiied, fiw IB^'entont^^ 
^ngaxed >lo llee'wlmtrilvtkgesithat fAoiwtrpmMiti 
dbbd'iakeli^^ made lA tbd form! he^idoIiaedDf but, 
except the languor of a melancholy softomv he 
i8a^;D^itTikoa'Ofi!p6iao«<ibei'e«.:<;. > 



The}i»3it3dap'iwas-£lwi4>H|r^':> {. '•''•''' 
> i^fittre y^iHi locdbrefl yKMWfCtrtHigcli.tBgFldaar r 
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70 mm AimntMlm 

wmd Mm Viviaih ^ la that caiM I wSt beg a 
aeat My honea don't come out of a Sunday, you 
know.** 

^ I am not going to ohorch,'' said Ifiez, in a low 
tone. 

** Why not, my dear ? it is a beautiful day. — 
Excuse me, Mrs. Vivian — but such duties^-^I am 
an old-fashioned woman — such duties had b^ter 
not be neglected. I heipe, Mr. Laulrenee," taming 
to him, ^ you are not puttii^ any of your notions 
into Mrs. Yivkn's bead. I never knew her negf- 
lectcfauidk beibre. If your carriage is not ordered, 
,let us walk.^ 

^ Win yon not go to church t^ said Laurence^in 
a kiw toati « You had better.^ 

*f No^^ said Ifie«. 

** Yery strangei** said Miss Vivian, risi^ to pm- 
pare herself. ^ i am afraid you cannot be^relU*) 

'' I am not wolV siud I&ez, with forced, com- 
posure. ' / . 

"^'What is the matter t" said Miss Viriaftv noW 
iiastily retumiog. "t)h, my dear Mts.^ Vivian, I 
hare thought you not looking well etei^ sinoe m^ 
mtarn.-^I>o send for Dr. L-^-*-^* Whal is tlib 
nlalterr "•' ' ■•;■'/, 

^ Nothing — nothing 1 <nily I don't wish to> go/ost 
to-day.** 

*' I am sorry,** said tfae-other lady, again in a 
tone of reproof, *• that you don*t choose to go to 
church— where, I think, once a day at least^**-^ 

i^iitdspl,? 9Md Laiwea^^ I jom as great i^ 
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tuiefot tbei6 ilnag»t but^ if j!<m lare pmtty vmijii 
Mm. Vtriani had ytou not b^Ungfyt^ 
. He wa» alOrap in in agony ibr her reputalioit^ 
ind on tiieNvatdi lo guatd it from Ib^ jbraatb -of 

^ Do you bid me goT said IBez,.with a Jook of 

i<^ And why shoakl be aotr interrupledt Mmis- 
VMaii ; f* I am surd itgivds me: greal Measure to 
boar' you» LaureMet fi^r* oneo advocteiing. PHOb^ 
things. . I.tcttst yet to aee^ntoalti^rtyawnofioiQa 
upon -some !poiiiti.--~Ind^tiI thii^ yxWiin^piBT^red 
flinoe I Icncw y6a» I little thought ,to bear. y:PO 
p^muucBng Mr& Yman to her religioiM duties." 

It will be perceived that:Mits Vimf) was one 
who did not dislike to exercise the office of censoi; 
in her domestic circle, and who execcised it with* , 
out any extraordinary delicacy. , 

^I am glad you think me. idiproted in. any 
way," stkl Laurence* " Do go, Ifieas^'* in. a wry 
low Cohev aa Miss Vivian left the roonw ** Do go» 
IBea." . . 

•♦ Go Ir^-Can you ask me r 

" Yes, my beloveid liiez^^Miss Vivian — sheiidIL 
bet sarpriaed.'' 

"Don't think, Mr. Hervey/' hastily, ^'that if I 
stay at home you stay^**but not, even to fly from 
you, will I pollute the bouse of God — Almighty 
God I — FaAer — no more I" lifting up her arms in 
an attitude of adoratioo. " Not yet so utterly a 
wretch am I become — I will jsot blaspheme before 
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tkgrlioijrdtiip^iwtH iiQibdouUchdbe fli^ «cftil.4<i> 
guilt by black h)rpocfit8]r.r-hNQf Iiai»cuM«^-ri4}Qdr^ 
Htta vonht-^lk that it imre «wi good^ I ^Mr^ divalien 
for ywL^or yovr gake-^^ie cooitetti; Askime bat 
to do a thing so abhorrent-^The house o£'£t(i(il;{! 

*<My Ifiez," said Laurence^ dsfSfiljr.'afliraliBd^i 
*^w^ IfceBi-ftnrgive tne**"fe*ghre^ me 1 ©h^j^^hen, 
when shalli Ibe like lb«eI-^thott angtl l-KWbcn 
Witt tny gnM8» btts^ Wfetehed n«b»e rise to thn^Ii 
¥e^ heliiive itnot— The God of nafow:. i. . .^ 

are sitmers, let us not darken the light of ^Ur owik 
9o\i\9^-^Eh sees me^He sees me as Ilanr**fl««fieq 
dutt, pro5lrate< in the dost^lmploring his mevcjft — 
I cannot-^I cannot tear thee from my jheaart^^Har 
sees that I am lAine^^not Hist^^that perdttknH^ 
with thee — alas ! alas !-^Bat I will not mock lha> 
Qoi I haire fops)aken;'^ t . . 

When Laurence notir and then faeaiid^^ofclv 
such as these, and saw the- deep impvession wihiish^ 
in spite of all his efforts, was made- upon her tuind^ 
a dark anticipation of future ^retribution would 
ituddenly come oieer l»»iv-**a paiii short, yei iso 
acute, would oppress him, that he woul^ torn 
deadly pale mian'in$tanti-*-^iieti liezfoigot ht^r- 
sd^bpr remorse'E^^iaitd^wftv again ail softness^^ 
ail 1 1 tender anjdety->-^£i^y thing wafs \{oTngetfmt\ 
while, she tslroive to sooth an. anguish do iittleio' 
proportion toiher own^-but such is wonuuu ^ ^ - 

I^ adherpd. to lier resolution, and jbiasd in Te*^ 
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Igion mrvioes no WMre. ** Sinning,'* says one 
who knew well what he was about, ** will nfiafce 
us leave off praying, or praying will make us leave 
off sinning." Having ^lee confessed that her 
lover was dearer. to her than her Creator — having 
cnoe owned the infatuation which would have 
made her insensible to the call even of one rises 
frem the deadr^ISez not only refused to mingle 
iR puUic prayer-^-«he ceased to pray in private^ 
Hxm dare she, m we and more wedded to her sia 
--Hnore otbstinately devoted day by day to he? 
guilty .passioQ^-4iow dared she pray for mercies 
she refused to earn — for the Holy Spirit which she 
hid grieved — for the salvation she had rejected ! 
— ^Every day took sometUng from the sharpness 
ef her remorse-^something from the purity of her 
mind — as, at length deadened by habit, iier better 
thoughts were laid in fatal sliimber'''^nd Iflea 
began to feel that careless indifference — that reckh 
less insensibility to wrong, «reep over her. — ^Fatal 
irefuge from the intense, bi^ healii^ agonies she 
had experienced. 

Men are not nice discriminators of the delicate 
shades by which the female mind becomes gradu'* 
tUy darkened wad depraved, and Laurence, who 
would have mourned the degradation in tears of 
blood, had he been aware of it, saw only a fresh 
proof of her devotion in the smiles which, though 
faintly and rarely, began to illumine her counte* 
Mnce.-*~£very change, indeed, only added fuel to 
his passion — ^he had loved her penitence and her 

V4)L. IL— G 
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laasi— he loved her eompowte and her Mulee jret 



So passed the time — Ifiea becane more a com* 
panion fi>r Miss Vivian than she bad hitherto been 
-^or as every moment of Laurence's absence 
was insupportably irksome, she endeavoured te 
beguile the time by interesting herself in Miss 
Vivian's charitable pursuits-^-sbe M^as led, too, by 
that very common feeling, that very common 
error, of endeavouring by the scrupulous and almost 
excessive discharge of one duty to make amends 
for the persevering breach of another. 

She would fain have made atonement for her 
guilt by any sacrifice but one — that one — the cher- 
ished sin that was beyond her strength— but any 
thing that it might please Heaven to require. — So 
she too, attended meetings, and subscribed, and 
tisited, and was busy and stirring — and did good, 
as she hoped — ^and Miss Vivian began to grow 
quite fond of her : for she was not insensible to 
the vanity of carrying such a coadjutor along with 
her — and when Ifiez had lavished her guineas, apd 
been received with gratitude by the poor and 
wretched she had helped to raise — she returned to 
rft by the accustomed Jkuteuil with something 
dmost like her early cheerfulness — ^and Laurence 
resumed his looks, and the whole house recovefed 
a cerlflin air of domestic comfort 
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MTsv Vi9fm^ Ikte^fed imd ki g^^trntMar^ Was 
npw ever rea4y to fMke one in viarioos 4tttk& eii- 
cursions ppoposed by Laofeni^e hi the neighbour* 
iiood of Lontkxr : the somAier ^siks^ now pretty fait 
advanced, the weather oharming, and, with a view 
of dissipating thought and indulging the refined 
luxury of enjoying fine sc^neiy and a summer's 
sky under the enchantment of an ttdored society, 
he war every day plv>posrng'Some new scheme or 
other, which his delightful powers of oonversatioft 
rendered but too attractive to Inez. 

It was the end of August. A glorious morning 
gave promise of a day of unusual heat« Laurence 
came to breakfast, and proposed to the two ladieb 
an excursion up the river to Richmond : to go by 
water, and let the carriages meet tiiem by land — 
m he feared Mrs« Vivian m^t be wearied by this 
double passage. She looked wearied abready, as 
if she' had passed a fesiUm night, and his eyes foK 
lewed her amsiousiy, to aisfe her vHiat was the 
matter. A look of melandioly sweetness was^ the 
only answer, and a sigh-*^which touched him the 
more, becatuse it was evidently suppressed* 

"It will refresh you— the sWeet breeze on this 
water/' ^aad Laurence. *' I have been out already. 
Il is delicious,. Let as take the children." 

" Ay,. let ua take the children, nurse,** said Iilctt. 
** Qi^e me a ioad of shawls. You may trust them 
with us. We will not lei them get into misciiiefl 
Will y^ go, aweet little ones?" 

Tto littte tbit%s wive dehghMt 
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** Florence »haU be mamma's share to-day/' aaid 
fiervey, ^ and I will take you, naughty little Georgjr 
-^for else you will jump out of the boat" 

.**Very well, Mr. Liuirenoe/' said Georgy, "I 
shall be so napghty you won't know what to. do 
with roe/' 

• '* And ril be so good," whispered the c'entle Fk>- 
rence, *' if I may be your child, mamma." 

"* Will you/' stooping downand kissingher, while 
a tear was in her eye, " aboays be good 1" 

"Always good — so good — as good as youT 

Mrs. Vivian hastily walked to the window. 

" I do wonder when papa will come home," said 
Georgy, heaving a great sigh. " He used always 
to take us on the water." 

" Hush, my dear,*! whispered Miss Vivian, luMh 
tily. ^ It makes mamma unhappy. Don't speak 
of him, my dear." 

: '< Does it make you unhappy too, Mr. Laurence ? 
What is mamma crying fiorl L do wish he were 
at home." •« 

" And so do I," whispered Florence. 

••Very right of you, my dears. You ought to 
wish for him — but don't talk of him just now." 

Laurence, while Miss Vivian said this, had put 
the child very coldly on the ground — and, taking 
up the newspaper, began to read it busily. 

Breakfast was soon over, and they went down 
to the boat — Laurence had provided an ercellent 
one. He seemed resolved to enjoy this ^dsy with 
all the refinements of pleasure. The white awning 
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wftenecl the rays <^ (be sun— aiiid the size of the 
boat allowed of a cushioiied and iuxutious seat 
He had placed a-fewmosicians at the other end, 
who, from time to time, playi^d some sweet plain- 
tive a(r8,--white tlie glittering waters, the sdft 
wafting breeze, the coolness, the tranquillity, filled 
the soul with delieious languor. Miss Vivian sat 
at the end of the boat — Inez by her side — Laurence 
and the two children lay at her feet. He had a 
book, and, from time to time, read from it some 
of those impassioned verses, of which, alas I she 
had been too fond. Miss Vivian understood no 
Italian. 

Inez perhaps this day, for the first time, yielded 
herself without remorse to the seductive enjoyment 
of the moment. Her eyes were bent downwards 
— but he could read them — he could read her 
smile. That day was the first in which, unre- 
proved, they had seemed to taste that felicity which 
love promises. For those few hours, he might be 
said to keep his faith. But they shall not be de* 
scribed here— nor the walk in Richmond Parli:, 
where, hanging upon his arm — Miss Vivian on the 
other — she wandered through the shades — nor the 
return home in a sweet, clear evening — the nigfkU 
ingales making the groves and hedges vocal. 

It was agreed that Laurence should be dropp6tl 
in Pail Mall— go to' his owh lodging where he vi^as 
to dte^i and return to dinner with the ladi<3s. It 
was about five o'clock when th^ cahiage stopped 
in Spring Gardens — Ifiez hurried up stairs. The 
G 2 
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guilty mtoxieatioo was. complete — she had no 
thought but of the dioner— aod, hairing hastily 
consigned the children t& the nurse, hurvied op 
stairs to choose the pave wliite she knew he lovtdp 
and adorn herself to please Aos^ eyes. She was 
impatient to dress to meet again. 

She ran to her dressing-table. A letter lay 
Aere. 

She snatched it desperately up— tore it open— 
and read.. 

Portsmouth^ 
I My beloved Inez, 

I leave to newspapers the task of communicating the result 
•f our harassing expedition, content to thank God that I am 
liwded alive, to fly to your anns, and bury in your bosom all my 
oai^s — all my troubles. I shall leave this as soon as^possihlsi and 
be with you all, my darlings, at eight this evening. 

HARRY VnrUN. 

IQss out children ten thousand times over for me. 

The heart of Inez suddenly stopped-— and she 
became not pale, but of a cold blue clay colons. 
She did not fall-^she stood rooted to the spot, like 
one on whom the curse of God had suddenly fallen. 
One instant-— one single instant-— had sufficed tp 
open her eyes. It was as if scales had fallen from 
before them. She saw herself as she was — the 
guilt— the inexcusaUe infatuation — ^the pollution^— 
the degradation* As the picture of foFmer happi- 
ness, love, and innocence, rose suddenly to imr 
fimcy, with, all the brightness of the olear^t per^ 
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oaption; a« her hoabaiid-^wroDged,. ioaidted» be- 
trayed — stoodt as. it were, in all the hooeaty of his 
devoted aflection — his cheerful tenderness, his g^A^ 
exous confidence — ^living before her eyes. She 
said nothing — she laid the letter open upon the 
table — ^her hat was yet on-^he wrapped herself 
in a largis cloak — and slid softly down, stairs. 



^ I am come T said she, as she opened the door 
of the room in the Albany where Laurence, ready 
dressed to go out, was sitting: ''I am cornel— to 
daim. my place at last I — ^I am come, a guilty, de^ 
graded, blasted being — to claim my place by your 
fireside." 

"GoodGrod, Ifiez! what is the matter?'' cried 
he, struck by the hollow tones of her voice — still 
more by the spectral hue of her countenance. 
**My Inez, what is it?" 

** Your Inea ?— yes, indeed I — ^My husband is 
come home." 

" Vivian T 

** He is come 1 — ^yes P flinging herself prostrate 
on the floor, while her long black hair fell over her 
to hei very feet, as she lay tike a crushed worm — 
contracted together, as though she would bury her 
finoehead in the earth. ^ Yes ! he is- come home. 
By thia time he is come I He has. found his trust 
betrayed! — his hearth defiled! — his faith — his 
ttoart— -broken I Yes ! he is come— Jiis chiklrea 
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sit in tiirafiiiB'— their tears are on his cbeeic-*-^lieir 
jlflndd are in hiii neck — they are aH catling for tb^ir 
ittMhefP 

And, at these words, siich a tempest of gh^ans, 
and Bobi, and tears rushed forth, thiat Laurence 
thought she would have been suffi>cated. 

He fell on the floor by her side ; but she pudhed 
him from her — rude — violent — for the first and only 
time, ** Touch me not, Laurence — pollute not my 
first honest tears. Serpent, mingle not your insidi- 
ous poison with my groans. Ob, Harry I Harry t 
receive me back once more — take back your wife 
to your bosom ! — Forgive me, Harry I forgive me, 
Harry 1 — I have been mad, but I am tnad no longer 
-r-It was a dream — it was all a horrid, wicked 
dream — ^nothing but a dream. Why am I not at 
home ?** starting suddenly up. ^' What am I about T 
Why am I not at home ? Mr. Hervey, do take 
me home — He is coming — where am IT* — 

" Will you go home, my deaf Mrs. Vivian?** 
said Laurence, repressing with a violent eflbrt his 
own emotions. " Will you go home ? Indeed 
you had better — Let me call a coach.** 

But the transient delirium was already over. 
^ You would take me Aome, then," with a look of 
withering contempt ** You would take the empty 
casket back to your friend — ofller him the worthless, 
wiitheted rose that you have rifled-— a fit present 
for an honourable man. You would tak^ icte 
homer 

^ Alas I iaez» what is it you say? I would do 
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any thii^y every thing — ^I would die at ycwr feet — 
I would endure every torture that the ingenuity of 
barbarity could devise— I would be torn to pieces 
•-only, my Inez, to aerve you, and to help you,** 

" Would you, Laurence ? I know you would. 
Forgive me—- 1 spoke in my agony — I never in- 
tended to reproach you. Forgive me P 

Laurence burst into tears. 

H That is right. Yes, let us sit down in the dust 
wd weep. Yes, let us fall down, on the earthr-r 
let him trample us under his feet — ^Harry I Hs^rry P 

She sat down on the ground, and Laurence by 
her side: and there,^ like that guilty pair who 
opened the gates of sin and death on this dark 
world, .sat those two creatures formed for excel- 
lence and for light« cowering on the earth — their 
iaoe^ l:iu ned in their hands — ^weeping and groaning 
aloud. 



Digitized by 



Google 



CHAPTER XIII. 

Eioni' o'clock was striking on St. Margnret's, 
OS Captain Vivian's carriage and four dashed mf 
tViiitehall. The liorses seenrwd to paitidipate in 
the impatience of the traveller. They turn sharply 
*^they s^op, foaming and srvioking, at the welt- 
kttowft door. He flung open the carriiige— ran up 
liisr steps, knocked with his own brief sh&rp knoek. 
His h^art was beating--his aetiefi hurried— htn 
4t^^ dbstefd and disordered foy his rafpid joarMy 
— heat, and toil, and weariness were in his ilispeet 
— his beautiful hair was matted about his temples. 
The door opens. 

*• Well, John I how's all at home ?" 

And without waiting for an answer, or casting a 
look upon the servant, he sprang up stairs, and en- 
tered the drawing-room hastily. 

"My Inez!" 

But no Inez replied ; the cold formal figure of 
Miss Vivian presented itself, with that solemn, 
gloomy air of wo, that dark funereal aspect which, 
at the first glance, ** foretells the nature of a tragic 
volume." 

He was so struck with consternation that he 
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almost fell, as, stumbling foKWi^s; (i? jbfksti^f ex- 
claimed: — 

*« My sister r 

" Yimr siHer^ Hany," said she, io grftve accents. 

** And loet," — ^glaocii^ round the rapm» with «a 
ey» of howror,— r" And Inez-r-Almightjr God — tell 
q|G the wont at once 1" 

f^ She is not here." 

'* Tell me the worst/' seizing both her hands and 
looking in her face. " What is it ? your counte- 
nance is dreadful — but your clothes;" glancing 
rapidly downwards. ** I thank my God," with a 
loud cry, '* «he is not dead /" 

Miss Vivian turned away her head'^^^-she wept 

** Tell me, sister — she is not dead-^ill — very iU 
-^dying — any thing but dead. Let me cmly see her 
—kiss her— hear her speak once more. Til bear 
it all like a man ; only say she is not dead." 

••She is not dead," faltered Miss Vivian; **but, 
oh, brother ! think of her no more" — all her virtu* 
ous severity returning to her bosom, and hardening 
even to the very tones of her voice. " You must 
think of her no more." 

/•What, in the name of God, do you mean? 
Think of her no more ! May Heaven blast' me 
when I forget her I" 

*♦ You must — you must." 

^ Mn$t~must — must Speak out. What hor- 
rible ideas do you mean me to entertain ? Is sh6r 
mad? Is she lost? In the name of every thing 
in heaven, and in lieU^ speak out — speak out" 
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••Oh, Hmrryl Harry r 

** Mad I is she mad ?" 

** Mad, alas I mad indeed — infataated^ lost U^ 
Ifarry, she has left yoa«— left this house^^she is bo 
longer yeors--^ is gone. She is dishonoured, 
^ is another's;" There was time for no more 
— Captain Vivian uttered a sharp cry — sprai^ 
from the earth as if a musket-shot had entered his 
hearty and fell down senseless on the floon 



At six o'clock, when dinner had be^ served, a 
vain seardi had been made for Mrs. Vivian. She 
was not in her own room. She was sought in the 
nursery, in every corner of the liouse in vmp. 
The open letter which lay upon her dresnng4aUe 
was at length brought into the drawing-room by 
nurse, a grave respectable woman between forty 
and fifty. 

** Where can your mistress be, nurse ?" 

** Madam, this letter was lying open upon the 
dressing-table." 

« Good Heavens !" looking at the letter, « ray 
brother will be here in two hours. Where can she 
be gone tot Did she say she was going out-Hind 
not to know. She is gone out to the Sullivans, I 
dare say ; and Harry will be back. How provok* 
isg that she did not get the letter I" 

'^ Madam> she did get the letter ; it is ap^n," said 
nurse, expressively. 
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' ^«It is impossible. How could she leave ^ 
house t She caanot be so wild as to be gone to 
meet him.'* -^ 

*« Not to meet him," said the nurse> with emphasis. 
^« Nurso>'* said Miss Vivian ; now for the first 
time looking up, and perceiving in the servant'* 
ftkce a look which said, question me* " Nurse, do 
you know where 3rour mistress is T * 

** I carft pretend to say, madam ; but I fear— 
Ob> Miss Vivian" — and the poor Woihan, turning 
away, covered her fiice with heir 'apron — ^ I am 
not fit to be put upon to tell you, ma'am, but wq 
have all had our suspicions some 'time. It is not 
fit for such as us to judge bur betters ; but servants 
are not stocks and stcmes. We must see ; we can- 
not help seeing— oh ! if it had pleased tiie Almighty 
first to darken my eyes.** 

"Good Heavens," said Miss Vivian, shaking 
from head to foot, ** what do you mean f " 

^ Mr. Hervey — ^ma'am— he came too much to 
this house.** — ^Miss Vivian was frigid — ^but she wa« 
not, as poor nurse said, a stock or a stone. She 
turned very sick at this, and fell into a chair, almost 
fiunthig — At last she articulated : 
* •* Take care what you say." 

** Ah, madam," said nurse, Ae tears rolling fiwt 
down her cheeks, ** such a sweet young lady ! — 
and my poor — ^poor master.'* 

« Sweet young lady !" with indignation — *^ such 
tt abominable wretch— such a cold-blooded — ^vile 
hypocrite — ^Yow poor master!— poor indeed I— 
Vol. L— H 
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Vut tell me what you suspect T Nurse then, in 
brokea accents, told her storj — that oft^repeated 
tale of domestic guilty which, concealed fromeyery 
other eye, is detected by those important though 
secondary personages in the human drama, who, 
standing somewhat akx^ from the game their su- 
periors are playing — discern its bearings and its 
progress with so just a penetration I 

** And we are afraid, madam,** she added sobbing 
«>*^that my master's return it is, has. driven my 
nustress from her blessed home*-*Poor creature'^ 
poor creature.'^ 

** Where to t** 

** To the Albany — ^to Mr. Hervey's, John sup- 
poses-— but he said he would step and see, to make 
sure-— for, good Lord Almighty I if we wroQg 
herr 

"God grant it r 

At this moment John entered the roooH-rfie 
looked pale«^he was out of breath-^^ She is there/' 
was all he said — and hastily shutting the door, be 
ran down stairs, and, looking himself into his pan* 
try, cried as if his heart would break. 

Far were these honest servants from showing 
the malignant, envious triumph of inferiors in their / 
mistress's fall-^Though their servile situation-— 
though their too often base acquaintances— though 
their innumerable temptations have a tendency 
morally to degrade this class of society, beyond 
any other removed from the most abject want 
—yet, in worthy and honourable fassilies^ servants 
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will be found to be generous in their fedings, and 
with a certain dignity of beliaviour which becomes 
them well 

The servants of Hairy and his Inez had seen 
nothing in their superiors, before the last fatal 
weeks, but uprightness, sincerity, truth, and honour ; 
—bad experienced nothing but gentle restraint and 
unvarying kindness — They doted on their master 
and mistress, and took each a dependant's honest 
pride in their graces, their charms, and their virtues 
— ^They had deplored unfeignedly the errors they 
8Uspected*-4-and, with something of the grossness 
of their rank, had most fervently hoped they would 
never be found out — and even now, the aim of the 
good nurse-^her last hope, was that scandal might 
be avoided, and Mrs: Vivian recovered, bdbre her 
husband should return. 

^ You 0se how it is, ma'iam,*' said she. ** She is 
there : but if you would please to let me call a 
coach, and just put yourself and Uttle dariing Miss 
Georgy in, I thiiyc die woidd hear reason and come 
Imckf maybe — and all would be well again.** 

^Hear reason-^-and all be well again r said 
Miss Vivian; the coldness of injured pride how 
overpowering all scaler emotions. <' No, nurse — 
she has chosen to leave my brother's roof^ Where 
she has taken refi:f;e, there let her remain, I, at 
least, wH not enhance his dishonour by endeav« 
curing to conceal it from him.'' 
.«Yet» madam". ..... 

«• Not a word more— You may leave the room 
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now — Take care the children do not come down 
till I have seen my brother first, alone :" and she 
sat down in dignified silence, to await his coming. 



Long was it before the injured husband recovered 
to a sense of his miseries — Long, like one dead, did 
he lie stretched on the sofa, while his faithfiil ser- 
vants, their eyes streaming with tears, endeavoured 
vainly to recall him to life. Nurse held his pale 
head, bathing his temples: the man-servant chafed 
his hands — Miss Vivian stood by, gazing like one 
half^stupid, half-vexed. The very excess of his 
grief irritated her — She thought it a tribute top 
great to be paid to the fallen Inez. 

At last he opened his eyes with a glazed staring 
look^and fixed them on the sw<d]^i countenance of 
nurse : 

" Nurse — where's your mistress t^ 

" Oh, sir — oh, my poor dear master I" 

— ** Where's your mistress ? — ^where's my Ifiee 
-r^my own — my Inez?— my ** 

" Nay^ brother," said Miss Vivian, coming for- 
wards» " not before them all — Nurse, you may go 
-r-John, TU ring— your master is better now." 

The compassionate servants left the room. 

" My brother, disgrace yourself not before your 
servants — Indignation is the only sentiment worthy 
of a man of sense and virtue, in such a cfisto?-^ 
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fihe fe beneath your regrets— You must forget 
her — ^forget her very existence^— She is a Tfle— 
d^raded. ^ 

** Hold, for Gotfa sake, Mi«s Vivian,'* cried her 
brother, for the torture of such words was insup- 
portable — ^ I shall bear my affliction, I trust, like a 
man — but don't abuse her — don't blame her — 
don't— don't — ^my dear Isabella*" and he covered 
his face with his hands. 

Miss Vivian stood cold and silent by — ^Oharao^ 
tors of her stamp never know what to do when 
feelings burst those eonveational bounds of ordinary 
propriety, in which their own are content for ever 
to dw«li-^The poignant grief of Captain Vivian 
excited her surprise and anger. That he ought to 
be entirely absorbed in indignation and contempt 
•—that heoiq^t to dismiss such a wanton from his 
heart aiKi thoughts at once^^and never suffer him- 
self once to regret the inconstant — ^was reason 
enoughwith her for expecting that he would; and 
when she found that he did not— but that his anguish 
at his loss mocked consolation— she found herself 
quite at faoltt^AU the commonplaces of consola^ 
tioBt she folt instinctively, would be of no use here 
«— and she knew of no od;ier — while he felt wounded 
by her manner, and almost Irritated by her pres^ 
ence. 

At length, after several eflbrts, he began to put 

questions, with a sort of desperate hope that he 

m^ht dhieover somo reason to think that Miss 

Vivian had been deceived — She answered in that 

H S 
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dry clear manner wbieh, while it left no doubt upon 
his mind, drove him almost to distraction. 

" And who T" at length he said, "You have not 
named him yet— Who has robbed me of my trea- 
sure?" 

" Who but one — ^but the man you so imprudently 
trusted — that accomplished French philosopher and 
skeptic— Mr. Hervey — "^ 
"Mr. who?" 
" Laurence Hervey." 

"God in Heaven 1" He had not fSunted this 
time, though he fell back — and as she stepped for- 
ward to assist him, he motioned her away — 
" Thank you, sister— I think I shall be better left 
to myself a little — Will you go to the nursery — 
and, when I ring, tell nurse to bring my — ^roiy chil- 
dren — ^Don't come yourself— let me see them alone 
— ^Don't be displeased, dear Isabella — don't be 
angry—" as she walked rather coldly out of the 
room — chilled by that barbarous self-love^ which 
in the awful presence of extreme misery can stiH 
be personal — ^fuU of the virtue of its own atten- 
tions—offended when they are not acknowledged 
with gratitude — and expecting consideration and 
respect amid the rackings of agony.-^^* Don't be 
angry with me—" How humble» how gentle is 
extreme sorrow ! 

In ten minutes the drawing-room bell rang*- the 
door opened — ^nurse put the children into the roomv 
and. instantly retired^ leaving them alone witbthcw 
father. 
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, ** Papa ! — paffi I— dear, sweet papa f— are you 
come home ?** 
" My Kttle ones ! — ^my little ones T 
Their arms were round his neck. " Where'is 
mamma? — ^where's mamma ?** cried the youngest 
— " She wants you so — Where's manlma ?" 

**M y child — my child— dotft — don't — She's gone 
—she's gone for ever. — Oh God ^— " and clasping 
his children to his bosom, tears at last gushed 
forth, wetting their little innocent bosoms, while 
they loaded him with their affectionate caresses. 

" Don't cry— she'll come back — she's only just 
gone^— she'll come back, I am sure" — said the 
little one, endeavouring to console him, in her usual 
busy way. 

But Florence buried heir face in her father's 
breast, and her tears mingled fast and silently 
with his ; while her beautiful hair fell ovfer the arm 
which pressed her to his aching heart 

It was past nine o'clock before Captain "Vivian 
had recovered sufficient composure to reflect upon 
his situation. The children having left him, he 
remained alone, and his steps might be heard, with 
melancholy cadence, pacing his deserted drawing- 
rooms — those apartments which had been to him 
fts the shrine of a divinity, and as the temple of 
happiness, the abode of perennial, never-fading joy 
— ^now dark and solitary — the walfe, once brilliant 
with the abundant evening lights, and echoing to 
the cheerful priattle of his lovely wife and joyous 
cliildren^-iKyw silent and gloomily overshadowed 
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by the closing eventiig which ftl^^niniluB, b^aty, 
and cloudy^ after the bright splendours of the pre^ 
ceding day — Large masses of shade lay on the 
walls, as twilight gradually deepened into night, 
wrapping that scene of former joy in silent gbom 
— ^But Captain Vivian called for no lights — The 
uncertain gleams from the lamps, as successively 
lighting, they shed their twinkling fires~or tb» 
flashing light of some rapidly passing carriage, fell 
upon that figure traversing the gloom, with folded 
arms and head bent upon the breast, the very 
image of despondency. 

He was reflecting upon what be ought to do. la 
the excess of bis grief, there was scarcely a |rfaee 
left for indignation — Genuine sorrow is a gentle, a 
humbling feeling. 

Harry Vivian had in secret always cherished 
that sense. of his own want of merit, winch attend* 
upon the most refined and feeling minds — a mark^ 
at once, of the purity and of the delicate percep- 
tions of a taste too refined to acquiesce in those 
imperfections which attend upon all — but which 
most are too gross, or too vain to perceive in them* 
selves. He felt no wounded pride, no exaspera* 
ting sense of ill usage. He was utteriy absorbed 
in grief over the ruin of so much innocence and 
happiness. Yet, with the feelings habitual to him 
as a gentleman and a military man, almost the 
first defined idea that presented itself, afler the 
first paroxysm of grief had subsided, was that of 
demanding such satisfactiou as the codejof iMUQiir 
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nequires for injuries of this nature — and to call 
Laurence to an account appeared to him but as 
,tbe natural^ inevitable consequence of what had 
been done — a consequence to which it was not 
necessary to be led by any extraordinary feelings 
of rage ami indignation. 

The treachery of Laurence, in truth, excited 
but a slight feeling in his mind. Had he * loved 
•him as he cmce had done, no doubt there would 
have been more videnoe of exasperation in his 
sensations-^but.it must be coi^essed that the de- 
voted passion inspired by Inez had, in some mea- 
sure, weakened the force of earlier attachments. 

At length the drawing-room bell was heard to 
ring through that house of tnouming, where . all 
had been, for some time, silent as death. 

" Bring me a candle," said Captain Vivian, as 
the door opened, ''and, John, go and find out 
where Qaptaih Sullivan is — You will learn at the 
admiral's. Ask him to come to mer— Tell him I 
oould not write"— putting his haad to his head, and ^ 
clearing from his brow and jaded countenance that 
hair which once blew so lightly round k, and 
vrfaifih alre^idy hung in tlie dingy &ded masses of 
sickness and neglect 

The servapt soon returned with a candle, as his 
master had desired, and putting it on the table, 
where its faint gUmmers. served only to enhance 
the lonely melancholy x>f the apartment, departed 
oa his mission* 

Captain Vivian glanced once round, and then, 
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vriih a deq>ngh, sat down to write— What be had 
to do was soon finisbed^He folded his letter with- 
out reading it over, and with a slight shudder, 
wrote the address — 

" Laurence Hervey, Esquire.^ 

This was just done when the light step of Cap- 
tain Sullivan was heard on the stair--<-He hastily 
openecl the door-^This was no moment for con- 
ventional greetingS'-^yivian rose to meet him*— 
the friends vrere in each others arms. 

^ My dear fellow,^ was all that Sullivan could 
say, for his heart was too full for words. 

Vivian pressed his hand without vpenidngf and 
sat down to recover himself«-*<At length--*-^ You 
know what has happened 7" 

•^Ida** 

** And why I sent finr you to-n^htT 

^ I suppose so.'' 

** I am very unfit to act for myself, Sullivan,*^ 
passing his^iand languidly across Us eyes^---^ You 
will arrange things for roe~time— ^iaee— -it is all 
indifibrent to me-*The sooner ^lie better, that is 
all— -Will you go there to-night ?** 

** Most certainly 1 will (The dunned scoundM),'' 
aside—" Have you written V* 

** Yes, here it is-*^Will you tate it, or send 

itr— 

"^ FU call with it, and send it up — so think no. 
more about thatf^Vll settle h all for yon — but 
Vivian— Good God, how ill you look ! You had 
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beiter go to bed and rest yourself for a few hours 
—Indeed you had better, before morning." 

** N09 1 would rather be here/' pressing his hand 
again upon his forehead — ** I shall recover in a few 
hours — The shock," and his manly lips trembled^ 
''The shock has teen great, SuIUran — but I shall 
be more composed by-and-bye, when all this is 
dooe^It wiU be a relief-^-WiU you go then r 

'^Yes, disectly^^but.caa I dojoothiog. more for 
yon first." 

f No^-HcoHM back as joob aayou can^ my good 
fellow." 

CSqotatn SdliFan wac gone. 
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CHAPTER XIV, 

ThOb servant opened the door of the froom where 
Laurence and Inez were still sitting, in that sort of 
stupid disconsolate gloom which succeeds to '. pas^ 
sionate anguish, exhausted, but not relieyed by its 
own vehemence. 

** Here is a note, sir, for you-^-^and a gmtleman 
waits." 

Laurence took it : but when the address met his 
eye, he became very pale — ^the colour fled even 
from his lips — a universal shiver ran through 
his frame — ^hia hands trembled — he could scarcely 
open the letter. 

Inez saw his emotion and guessed its cause, and 
risiug hastily from her chair she crossed the room 
— ^grasped the quivering hands of Laurence ear- 
nestly in hers— fixing her eyes wildly on his 
face, — 

** You will never meet him," she said, in a shrill 
and ghastly tone ; " you will not— you dare not— 
you cannot come to me covered with his blood — 
with Harry's blood. I am not like that wicked 
woman you once told me of, am I ? will you come 
to me covered with his blood 7" 
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^My I^z, ^what is it you My 7— his UoM)^ 
shuddering. 

^ No, no, you will not meet him. YoU'^wiU not 
— ^you could not— you dare not— say you wiH not 
-^say you will not" 

^' AJasI my Ifiez— you know.I must" 

'*Must! Grood Heavens r casting his handt 
loddenly away ; ^ you will dare to look him in the 
face ?^-you will dareio polat a pistol at his lieafrt ? 
^-^tiMU tieart l-^^^nonster — ^ 

** Oh, Ifiez, some pity even for me I Some pity 
for a wretch, a lost, damned, miseraUe wretch,^ 
cried Laurence, writhing with agony. :**Y<m 
do not think — you cannot think me such an 
accursed rascal. If you do I — Oh, Eternal Judge, 
strike me dead at her feet now I I am punished 
enough." 

'' Then you will not meet him," again advancing 
eagerly. ** You will not heap injury on injury.— 
Tell me you will not, Laurence." 

*< Laurence I I will not if you bid me 

eot I will be trampled upon — spit upon— shamed 
*-*«di8graced — scouted — abhorred of men, as repro- 
bate of God. I will do all you tdl me. Yet coo- 
sider, Inez — it is a satisfaction that I owe tiim — it 
is the last atonement I can make. He ought to 
have the poor amends of aiming at this miserable 
breast — but, may I perish eternally if I could 
])oint at his. No, let me meet him. If he strike 
TOO, all the better lor every one— I shall not return 

Vol. II.— I 
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his firie. Could you» Ifiez-^-ntterly as you despise 
me— for one moment believe that I would T 

She turned away, melted at this. ^You are 
right, Laurence. I see you ought to go.** 

He went down stairs without saying more, and 
found Sullivan in the dining-room, waiting for 
him. • 

The cold, dfistant politeness— the icy ceremony 
—with which that young officer received him, did 
more to sink Laurence in his own opinion than all 
which had yet passed. Though properly more a 
man of science than a man of the world, and be- 
longing to that division of society which dwells 
rather in the regions of speculation and philosophic 
inquiry than of action and manly communication 
— he felt acutely the censure which the manner o( 
the usually frank and thoughtless seaman conveyed. 
That he had offended the laws of morals and de- 
spised those of religion might perhaps have sat 
lightly on them both — ^but he had betrayed confi- 
dence—he had outraged those rules of honour by 
which men of honour are governed — and his eye 
quailed before that of one whom, a few weeks 
before, he would have considered his inferior in 
every respect. 

It is common with moralists to disparage this 
code of honour, perhaps without sufficient reflec- 
tion. The law of honour is, after all, a noble rule 
of action — in that exact regard to obligations en- 
forced by no other power, in that detestation of 
all that is mean, treacherous, and designing — and. 
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in the generous contempt of life which it demands* 
it lays hold of and cherishes some of the best prin- 
ciples of our nature ; and it may be questioned 
whether the cold injunctions of what may be 
thought a more reasonable system, be so favour- 
able to the growth of energetic and generous sen- 
timent, as this wilder and more heroic law. 

Captain Sullivan dryly and briefly explained 
the purport of his visit, and, expressing Captain 
Vivian's desire that the meeting might take plac6 
as ^oon as possible, proposed early in the morning 
of that day now rapidly approaching, and asked 
Laurence to name some friend with whom prelim- 
inaries might be arranged. Laurence named a 
Mr. Trevor, to whom he instantly despatched a 
note ; and having, in a nervous, agitated manner, 
signified his acquiescence in Captain Vivian's 
desire of an early meeting, tiie gentlemen sepa* 
rated. 

«* A coward as well as a rascal,*' muttered Sul- 
livan to himself as he left the Albany. But there 
he was mistaken. Laurence, though he wanted 
energy, was insensible to fear. It was the con- 
science within — that voice which, sooner or later, 
will make itself heard — ^wWch vanquished him. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

WhsMv Captain Sullivaa had departed* Laa- 
rencey exhausted by all that bad passed, remaioed 
iA that state vulgarly^but expressively, denoted by 
the term more dead than alive. A kind of stu[»4 
ifisensibility bad succeeded to that rapid succession 
of feelings so unusual to him. The suddea catask 
Iropbe-^the rapidity with which all seemed hurry- 
ing to a conclusion — the confusion of various sen- 
satioiMh-^e shame, the remorse, the pity, and th^ 
love^ which agitated him by turns — produced a 
hurry of thought foreign to lus usual habits of ana? 
lysis and reflection. He did not return to the room 
wherev.he had left loez, but remained in gloomy 
abstraction, awaiting the arrival of Mr. Trevor^ 
who at last mad^ his appearance. 

Mr. Trevor was a tall, dark man, with that sort 
of Iet)gtbened» grave countenance which seems 
incapable of reflecting the expression of joy or 
pleasure ; yet, though its character was severe and 
ascetic, it was neither harsh nor stern : and, with 
BO folKes nor vices of his own to regret or blush for, 
Trevor knew what it was to pity the infirmities of 
others. His connexion with Laurence had been 
rather that of an intimate aequaintance than of a 
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friend ; for Laurence was, as is usual with refined 
and jastidious characters, slow in forming attach- 
ments,' and perhaps had never in tiis life loved, 
warmly, any friend but Captain Vivian : he had 
applied to Trevor as the man he most esteemed 
among Ins intimates, and now received him with- 
out any of that embarrassing sense of disgrace 
which had marked his meeting with Captain Sul- 
livan. 

We all feel that there is something in reflection 
and experience which, though it does not abate the 
detestation of sin, very considerably increases 
compassion for sinners. Those who know, and 
think, and observe much, find in their own hearts^ 
and in the conduct of those around them, but too 
many reasons for pityuig, as human frailties, the 
excesses of human passions — ^learning to regard 
the errors of their fellow-men with melancholy, 
rather than with anger ; while, in the direct open 
abhorrence of more simple minds, the culpable seem 
to see some slight reflection of that purer eye- 
that eye too pure to behold evil — and tremble at 
the prospect of their own deformities. 

Mr. Trevor, however, looked extremely grave, 
though kind, when he entered the room, and shook 
Laurence by the hand with little of his usual 
cordiality. 

^ I relied \kfon your kindness," said Laurence, 

** and I applied to you, as the only man I know 

who, while he condemns me as he ought, can still 

fedi for my situatioo-^This is no common case^ 

18 
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to exciteta snule ob the Um of a man of the vmM 

--*-My guilt bai bee& great**^ have betrayed coor 
jUeDCC) double coofideiice^^-nor should L have 
atkedr^Qu to go oat with me, except as one des^ 
rouato:faake the oaly expiation i& bis power — ^Yo¥ 
will of course coaclude I n>eaa to stand his fire, 
and not return it" 

*^ I concluded so. Under the circumstances, I 
agree with you — it is the only thing to be done — 
Who is his second ?" 

« Sullivan. Will you go to him ? — ^And wiH you 
provide me with pistols ? — 1 am so little used to the 
sort of thing — I scarcely know whether I ever had 
a pistol in my hand since I left Harrow— I never 
was engaged in an affair of this kind, either as 
second or principal'-'I am ignorant of all the 
etiquette of these matters^ You will confer a very 
seriotw— I was going to say, lasting — ^ (witl^ a 
feint laugh) « obligation, upon mo, if you will isy- 
struct me, and arrange for me — so that the last 
act of a worthless and useless life shall at least 
ttot be disgraceful.'* 

" Certainly.— Leave it all to me. — Will you have 
a surgeon?— and whom 1** 

" No, it is not my wish, when I fall, to have the 
tfying embers of life excited to a momentary sei»- 
sibility by professional tricks — The sooner all k 
tover with me the bettei^— the better for me^— the 
l)etterforal!.'»^ 

« The better for yott P said Tie vor,Tetygrav6)f. 
*• Excuse me—you know i am what is oalled a 
serious man— The better for you-tr^l perhaps ax-^ 
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eeedimy^provimse iii/trespa8«ing od swA tnatter^— 
but you remember what the father of Haiakt la- 
ments as the most fearful circumstance of his sud- 
den departure — * Unhouselled — unanointed-^^n- 
annealed — and sent to his account .•••'" 

** Oh, as to that, I must ta&e my chance/' 

Mr. Trevor shook his head. 'Vlt is an awful 
chance, Hervey<*-aod permit me to wonder that a 
man of reflection like yourself can consider it so 
lightly." 

" I have indeed,'* cried Laurence, with sadden 
enei^y of manner, '' miserably wasted the exist- 
ence that the unknown Power has bestowed^ — If I 
am aa accountable being, a miserable account 
have I to render; — if there be a Judge, a 
wretched criminal must I appear at his bar. I 
have wasted intellect in vain speculations ; — I have 
dreamed away health in indotent self-indulgence ; 
•—I have abused power for vicious purposes:— 
the only one I loved I have ruined--those who 
k>ved and trusted me I have betrayed. I have 
been more wily than the serpent— more cruel than 
the beast of prey — I have glided into the chamber 
of peace to poison and to destroy-^I have entered 
the fold of the lamb to despoil and to devour. If 
there be a hell— it is peopled with such as I am«^^ 
If there be an evil spirit — i am hk." 

^Yet,'' said Mr. Trevor, shocked, though 
afiected-i-^ despair is twin brother with blaa- 
phemy.-^The Aothcxf of oar beiiig has held oat the 
aManaNr««inDttr called evea sat the eleventh bour 
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epentance^— the grace of his Spirit^--a change 
of the inner nature— confidence in a Redeemer-^ 
it is never too late." 

" It is too soon with me,^ said Laarenoe. •*! 
am not old enough — weak enough — doting enough 
for all that — Such mystical dogmas are too liigh 
for me : if I am worthless, it will please, I presume, 
the Being who created me, to resume the existence 
he gave, to restore me to that nothingness whence 
I sprang. — If it please him to continue me in ex- 
istence, his mercy is surely sufficient — I want none 
to mediate — I am what I am — No mystical wash- 
ing can whiten me." 

He spoke bitterly — and Mr. Trevor's counte- 
nance assumed more than its usual seriousness, 
tempered however with much gentleness, as he 
said, " I have been long convinced, both by re- 
flection and observation, that these things are deep 
mysteries, to a participation in which it pleases ow 
Creator to call some, while he excludes others ; ebe 
why £^ouId the same subject present itself under a 
totally different aspect, to men of equally ^ound 
minds, and abilities about upon a par? I thank God I 
am not of that despairing creed which confines ex- 
tensionof mercy to extension of light. I believe there 
may be life where there is darknesfr-*-Iam sorry yon 
cannot think as I do ; but I have done. I will now 
go to Admiral Sullivan's — You will have some- 
thing to do vfhSe I am away — ^Doubtless there are 
matters relative to your fortune that rfiould not be 
neglected ; there it an onfoarttiotle persm coor* 
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ceraeil, wha may be de^ndent upon ymir fota* 
dKraght for a provision. I do not koow how^ that 
m$j be — ^bot it should be thought of— You should 
obo get a little sleep ; for your looks are so bag^ 
gard that) witfaofot some refreshment of that sort» 
I doubt whether you wHl be able to walk to your 
ground. I remember you at Rome — ^you were no 
Hercules." 

" Thank you," said Laurence. " If I lay down 
I should not sleep— I have done with that, I believe 
— unless I find it where I hope to find it. I will 
littend to your other suggestion— Strange it should 
not have occurred to me before I but really, the 
action of this tragedy is so crowded, it admits no 
time for thought. When will you be back?" 

" At four, at latest — we diust be early these fine 
morningBy to escape interruption. Order your 
carriage at half-past four — but I wish you would 
try ar little rest." 

*• I shidl have it by this time to-morrow.— <3ood 
night r 

Laurence employed himself in writing till neariy 
three o'clock ; and the only gleam of consolation 
that soothed his spirit on that dread evening wa% 
while thus employed*— While endeavouring to furo* 
vide for the comfort of her he was about to leave, 
be felt a sweetness mingled with his «orrow. — To 
act for her benefi^-^^to care for — to. provide for-^ 
Id be still in some measure the protector of litofrr^ 
carried with it a babn to his wounds. Haviog 
provided for her ia his wiil, mentiooii^ her in 
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terms the most distant aiMl respectfiil-^e took (oi 
the last time pen and paper, and, in a farewell 
letter, poured forth, with that touching and simple 
eloquence of which he was so fatally the master, 
the last adieus of a heart whose devotion exceeded 
all common powers of description. — ^He exhausted 
every topic of encouragement and consolation, to 
reconcile her to an existence of which he himself 
was weary— to revive her hopes and energies, 
though himself the victim of hopeless despair. All 
that reason, tenderness — nay, sophistry, could urge, 
was exhausted, to reconcile to peace that heart 
which he had set at so cruel variance with itself. 

Having somewhat composed his thoughts by this 
occupation, his feelings took an unexpected turn, 
and he began to reflect, for the first time, with re- 
morse, and with a return of his former partial 
affection, on his injured friend. Harry, in all the 
ingenuous simplicity, the generous confidence, of 
his nature, rose before him, and tears gushed over 
the paper on which he confessed his injuries^ and 
asked a late forgiveness — Those first honest tears 
of repentance and humility — the first which ever 
bad fallen firom his eyes, seemed to open the frozen 
springs of grace within his heart — Softened and 
humbled, the pride of reasoning intellect at length 
gave way ; and, as Laurence called upon God to 
bless his friend, and compensate him for all the 
misery he himself had occasioned, he felt thai 
there was a God — he trembled and he adored. 

A daHn now succeeded to the paroxysms of aa* 
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gtusb. He rose to prepare for his departure^ and^ 
baying arranged his dress, and placed his hat and 
l^ves ready, with that ^ sort of slow deliberatioii 
with whioh we sometimes retard a moment ardently 
desired-*4ie opened the door to take a last parting 
look at Inez; 

He stole slowly lip stairs^— All was still as death 
Ifarough the apartments— His servant had been 
fong a-bed ; and only the click of his time-piece, 
on the stairs, was to be heard through that strange 
ailence of universal repose which wraps the great 
Babylon at that hour — He opened the door very 
softly, hoping to find her asleep — he was not dis- 
appointed. Exhausted by suffering, and still re- 
taining so much of her blissful infancy as to find 
sleep a refuge from acute distress, the unhappy 
Inez lay stretched upon a very low xx>uch that 
Stood at the end of the room. Her cloak was 
wrapped in large folds round her form, but her hat 
bad fallen on the ground beside her, and her dark 
raven hair fell dishevelled and disordered over her 
fiice and shoulders. — Her cheeks were pale, soiled, 
and blistered with her tears — ^her long eyelashes 
yet wet and matted — her ai:ms thrown in the n^- 
ligent despondency of one who, having flung her- 
self down in despair, has, weary with weeping, 
been surprised by slumber ; and so it had been, — 
^ idea of the duel had stupified the remaining 
senses of Idez. 

The first desperate agony with which the idea 
of her husband's danger had been contemj^ated, 
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having yielded to'theassnranoes of Laurence, had 
been succeeded by a sort 6f confused horror, as 
the thought of his own probable fete rose to iier 
mind. Death, pale and ghastly, mingled its shad* 
ows with her other cruel reflections — Yet, looking 
upon this as a sort of sacrifice and atonement for 
their mutual sin, she contemplated it rather with 
mdanehdy awe than with biaerness — ^Her mind 
was in that state which seems to demand a victim 
as compensation for a heavy crime ; and her own 
misery, and the probable fate of her deceiver, a|K 
peared to her natural, just, iemd right. 

Yet the weight of that sentence, against which 
the presumed not to murmur, .sank heavilyupon 
her frame : and with that weariness of body in 
which the unhappy often find a temporary reKef 
from mental agony, she had stretched herself upon 
the couch, and, heavy with abundant weeping, had 
fallen asleep. 

Laurence, shading the candle with his hand, 
entered the room, in which there was no light save 
what the moon threw in broad masses on the 
carpet and walls. He scarcely breathed, lest he 
fihould disturb her repose; as long, in bitter con- 
templation, he stood gazing upon this lovely ruin, 
and learned by cruel experience to know— what are 
the ravages of sin. 

She slept so deeply that he soon became aware 
that there was no danger of waking her: and, 
{rtaoing the candle upon the table, he noftly let 
down the curtain to shelter her head from the win* 



Digitized by 



Google 



doWy and to shade her eyes from the bright moon- 
beams that fell in bars of light and darkness over 
her face^giving a somethingHickering and unearthly 
to her features — Then the thought that she might 
awaken, and find him gone, and feel deserted and 
perplexed, distressed hSm; wad taking a scrap of 
paper that lay on the table, he wrote tliese few 
Words ^— 

'rFaFewelL«^My friend Trevor will be witb 
you by nine o'clock, «t latest. Before that tima. 
you may be able to think, without guilt, of one wbO| 
guilty or guiltless, living or dying, will never cease 
to adore you." 

He laid the paper near her, where it must inevj* 
tablycatoh her eye on awaking — ^and thea, after 
many a wistful gaze— many a heavy sigh — many 
a retreat, and many a return — ^h^ summooed all km 
resolution, and without looking back, hieistily l^ft the 
room. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

Me. Trevor was in the dining-room at half-patt 
diree, telling Laurence that it was time to be 
0S9 and that he would relate the nature of the tri- 
fling arrangements necessary as they went along; 
The two gentlemen entered Laurence's cab : and, 
Trevor taking the reins, they left town by Cum- 
berland-street, and passing through several cross 
lanes, found themselves in that lonely part of the 
way l}ring between West End and Hampstead, 
now crossed by the new Finchley road, but then 
quiet, still, and secluded. 

Here, leaving the cab in charge of the boy, Mr. 
Trevor, taking the pistols out of the carriage, led 
Laurence, through what were then a few lonely 
fields, to one, protected from observation by the 
sudden rising of the bank, surmounted by a wild 
pear-tree, and sheltered on the other side by a high 
hedge, at this season rendered impervious to the 
eye by the tangled bushes of wild roses and wood- 
bine that rose, straggling and fantastic, almost to 
the height of the trees. 

The place was at present solitary, and the sacred 
silence of the rising morning, as yet unbroken, save 
by the busy rustling noise which the birds, those 
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ttirrfaig housewives, make in every .bush and tree^ 
at that sweet hour of prime. The dew lay on the 
grass and herbs ; and the soft misty veil, wtdch 
gives earnest in England of a brilliant day, hung 
over that magnificent landscape on which Lau-« 
rence,a8 if taking a last farewell of a world so 
beautiful, fixed his melancholy eye. Beneath him 
stretched the glc»ious plain, rich with woods, and 
hills, and champaigns, and groves, the magnifi^ 
eence of nature enhanced by the splendours c^ that 
vast and gorgeous ^ty, which naw spread to the 
glittdlring beams of the rising sun its innumerablo 
fimes, and towers, and domes, and sparkling linetf 
of snow whiter palaces; that vast hive of living 
creatures— -each so minute, so feeble iii his form— *^ 
yet in his world of ^ sensations and of thoughts so 
vast, so important, so infinite. But now the rest* 
kss tumult of human passion within the pulses of 
that mighty he»rt was still— ^1 rest after the vaia 
agitations of the day — ^all still — save the speck, tlie 
atom, the worm, now crswliiig on the extreme 
verge of existence, hesitating, speculating, marvel-» 
Hog: such was the revery of Lavurence, as vntk 
folded arms he stood calmly waiting the moment 
of bis fiite, while Mr. Trevor, widi an air of deep 
concern, remained viratching the path by winch ber 
expected Captain Vivian to approach. 

^ I see tiiem coming,^' at last he said. 

But at those few syllables, all the calmness of 
Laurence forsook him in an instant The blood 
rushed to his heart— the colour flew into his face— 
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be tremUed — he shook--^he could scarcely stand 
—the reality of actual presence-^to see I— to face I 
—dairy ! — Vivian \ — tte man he had loved — ^the 
inan he had betrayed — to meet him — to confront 
him I It is impossible to calculate the effect wfaiob 
the sudden appearance of one we have wronged^ 
suddenly presented, wiB produce. Pew dare at- 
tempt the ordeal ; all fly instinctively from the face 
of those they have injured—but so to meet a frigid 1 
All the circumstances of their last parting-^Harry's 
wringing hand and faltering voice^^tbe tender 9at^ 
cents in which he confided his all to the faith of his 
friendy— the looks — the words — his own solemn 
oaths — bis own fisikermg purposes-^^ushed tohki 
mind with that dreadful force widi which we may^ 
imagine our forgotten sins, our obliterated acts of 
wrongs our carelessly atoned for errors^ crowd* 
ing in confusion on ibe memory^ as we stand ia 
trembling agitation* before the awfiilbar cxf final 
judgment* 

Harry approadied steadily and calmly. His 
eye was serene, serious, yet mild ; hi9 face pole ; » 
sudden hectic pas^d over it as he first looked upooi 
Laurence, but as suddenly subsided. He eamei 
forward, fdlowed by Captain Sullivan ; and, bav*^ 
ing exchai^ed salutes with Mr. Trevor, remained 
without suffering himself to be mastered by any> 
external sign of emotioo, while the seconds ar- 
ranged the few necessary preliminaries. 

Not so Laurence^^he had tuifoed i^wsy. 
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^ He could not endure the right to lee, 
Of the, man he had knred ao fenrentlj." 

His- heart was indeed wrung, ai^d/great was his 
difficulty so &r to retain, bis self-possession as to 
forbear from groaning aloud. All the softness of 
the mother melting in his bosom, he longed to fling 
himself upon the earth, to kneel before his friend, 
eonfess his fault, and implore his pardon ; he longed 
to. crawl in the dust, and kiss his feet with all the 
abjectness of remorse and shame. 

He stood thus — his breast heaving as if it would 
burst — his [breath thickening — his frame shaking, 
when Mr. Trevor touched him on the shoulder, 
and, presenting the pistol, told him to turn and face 
his adversary. 

"The dropping of my handkerchief is the sig- 
nal," said he ; but Laurence listened as though he 
heard not His eyes were dizzy— his head swam 
— he fumbled with his pistol instead of holding it as 
he ought to have done. 

** This way," teid Trevor. Laurence turned, 
as it were, mechanically. His knees knocked to- 
gether ; his hands, as if in a spasm, suddenly con- 
tracted ; the jHStol was a hair trigger, and, as he 
raised his arm convulsively, it exploded .... a 
loud report .... and Vivian dropped senseless o« 
the grass at his feet 

Laurence clapped his hands over his forehead, 
aad with a shriek that rang through the heavens, 
fell down upon his knees, and thence tumbling for* 
K2 
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wards, rolled over towards the hedge, while Trevor 
and Sullivan sprang forward to assist the wounded 
man. 

The face was one mass of blood-^the head 
seemed shattered in pieces. The tvro young men, 
almost insensible with horror, eoold at first only 
kneel down simultaneously on each side of the 
body. Captain Vivian was, to all appearance, 
dead, fie lay extended on the turf^his hat off-** 
his fair hair scattering <m the ground^-^a miserable, 
mangled spectacle. ; 

Sullivan's tears streamed warm over the in- 
sensible countenance of his friend ; wUile Trevor, 
more composed, though not less afiected, fifted the 
hand which lay by his side, and b^an to feel for « 
pulse. 

"^ He breathes yet,*^ said he, at length. ''He is 
ntytdead!" 

*• What a cursed thing we have no surgeon V 
said Sullivan. 

*• What must be done r 

** Fetch some water in yoof hat; there is a 
stream in the next field ; and then run for. help T 

When the water was thrown in the unhappy 
Vivian's face, he uttered a low groan, like one te 
mortal pain, who is insensible to every other senslh 
tion. Trevor then, with a fortitude which van* 
quished the repugnance of nature, endeavoursd 1^ 
ascertain the extent of the injury. The eyes And 
upper part of the face presented noduog but a d» 
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%ared mass ; and the blood was welUng fast from 
the ghastly wound. 

** We must send for a sorgeon before we move 
bun. Hampstead is not far. Leave him with me^ 
wliile I endeavour to stanch, the blood, and keep 
life in. You fly for help." 

Sullivan was off instantly, while .Trevor, ]dacfaig 
himself on the grass, end^voured to abate the flow 
of blood, as best be migbt^^^He was thus engaged^ 
when, lifting up bis head^ a spectre suddenly con* 
fronted bis, sight Haggard--^stifiened-^s hair 
eiect, stood the form of Laurence Hervey. 

^ Is he dead V said he» in a hollow tone. 

**No,'^ said Trevor. ¥ Hervey, I saw it alU 
You are the most uiAappy wretch that ever the 
Almighty has been j^eased to cieate ; but for this 
you are not to blame. What do you intend to do t 
You must not stay here." . 

** Why not?" 

^ There is no knowing ; this is an ugly bunness. 
It would drive you mad to be confined for weeks, 
like a wild beast, in a cage waiting the decision of 
nature — gnawing your own heart-strings. Bd 
guided by me : return to tfaatjdlKre ; wait till I can 
tell you something more certain of the result of this 
most cruel affidr. I will come to you I" 

** I don't know," said Laurence, in a stupid tone, 
^^ what it is you want me to da I don't clearly see 
what all this is about ;" and looking as if he werti 
rooted to the spot, wUIe he turned his head in a 
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strange umneanii^ manner from one side to the 
other. 

" You must go, and sit down there," said Trevor, 
with authority, pointing to a comer of the field, 
** and wait till I come to you." 

** Yes," said Laurence, " I understand ;" and, 
seeming to obey the external impulse, something 
in the manner of a sleep-walker, he returned to the 
hedge-bank ; and, sitting down, buried his face in 
his knees, in a stupid, idiotiod manner. 

The surgeon soon arrived* He found the un- 
fortunate Captain Vivian apparently recoverii^ 
some little sensibility ; for he shrank and gave signs 
of suffering on his wounds being touched. After 
a careful examination, the surgeon gave it as his 
opinion, that, though presenting a very alarming 
appearance, none of the wounds were of necessity 
mortal. The pistol had exploded, as Captain Vi- 
vian, in (he act of turning, presented a side-face to 
Hervey's fire, and the ball, which otherwise must 
have penetrated the brain, had shattered the cheek- 
bones and brow, leaving the vital parts untouched. 
The total destruction of the eyes appeared, how* 
ever, to be the probable consequence of the injury ; 
but on this it was impossible yet to decide. 

The first thing to be done was to convey Cap- 
tain Vivian, nearly exhausted through loss of blood, 
as quietly as possible to the nearest place where 
he could be put to bed. And Sullivan, havii^ 
summoned .the servants from the carriages, and 
made a sort of litter of the cushions, with the help 
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of Trevor, assisted tho men to lift him from the 
earth ; and, followed by the surgeon, the melan* 
choly procAsion set for\;trard towards West End. 

But bcjfore he left the ground, Trevor, the mo- 
ment the surgeon had juronoonced the wounds not 
to be mortal, had stepped to the place where the 
wretched Laurence still sat, his face buried in his 
hands ; and having informed him that he trusted 
no irremediable injury had been sustained, he, with 
the greatest kindness, endeavoured to sooth the 
agitated mind of his friend, for whose reason he 
began to entertain the most serious apprehensions* 

Laurence, who had somewhat recovered from 
the distracting confusion of thought into which he 
had at first been thrown, listened to his remon- 
strances, and> endeavouring to collect his scattered 
senses, suffered himself at length to be put into his 
cab ; and Trevor, having written an address and 
a few lines on the back of a letter, and enclosed 
his card, gave it to the servant, desiring him to 
drive, without stopping, to town, and, by the least 
frequented streets, carry his master to the place 
designated. 

" You will find a very old acquaintance of mine 
there — ^and at his house you will lie ferdu a short 
time, till we see a little better before us — I will 
come to you as soon as I possibly can.'' 

Laurence grasped his hand, put his face close to 
his ear, and whispered : — 
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" I understand you — I wUl go to her the instant 
I return to town — I will take care of her." 

" (Jod Wess you," said Laurence, fervently, and 
throwing himself back in the cab, he shut his eyes, 
and passively allowed himself to be guided at th^ 
discretion of his servant. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

When Trevor returned to the field, he found the 
i^tirgeon arranging the cushions for his patient's 
departure — and he directed the gendemen and ser* 
vants so to place their arms as to form a sort of 
bier ; but, in spite of every precaution, it was^ im- 
possible to move Vivian without apparently occa* 
sioning the most intolerable agony. His groans 
were terrible, for he had not yet sufficiently re- 
covered his senses to master or conceal these 
symptoms of pain ; he, however, was carried down 
into West End : but here his sufferings were so 
great, and the flow of blood, bursting out afresh^ 
so farming, that they laid him down in utter 
despair, where the different roads meet 

It was still so early that no one appeared to be 
Stirring in the neighbouring houses : but as they 
hesitated whether to summon some of the inhabit- 
ants, and ask to be taken in, or what other course 
to pursue, the green gate of a small garden opened, 
and an elderly gentleman, whose formal, old-^ 
fiBLshioned air designated the retired tradesman, 
stepped out, and in a voice where more of the 
clear treble than of the manly base predomir 
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nated, and a manner of simpering, and somewhat 
conceited interest, begged to know whether he 
pould be of any service. 

'* It appears to me, gentlemen, that you are in 
distress — I have been looking at you all the way, 
as you descended the hill, for I am an early riser, 
and have been employed in my garden more than 
an hour. I think there is a wounded gentleman 
among you." 

^ Indeed, sir," said SuUivan, '' you may well say 
we are in distress* It is impossible to be in greater ( 
this gentleman can proceed no farther." 

^Oh my stars above! what an awful sight T 
exclaimed the old gentleman, approaching nearer^ 
•« A very dreadful spectacle— and one never be- 
held by these eyes afore — Grentlemed, this poor 
young man, sadly wounded, as I am alive, is in a 
desperate condition*" 

As he slowly dragged out these expressions of 
commiseration, Sullivan, in his endeavours to do 
something for his friend, pushed the old man. ia> 
patiently on one side ; but Trevor, looking* at a 
countenance in which he, penetrating and benevo- 
lent, could trace lines unremarked by the somewhat 
exclusive young officer, said : — 

•* Indeed, sir, we are in great distress — This un«» 
fortunate gentleman can proceed no farther — 19 
there any inn ? — public house ?" 

** No, sir. The inn is a low noisy place, at the 
corner there— very noisy, dirty, and disorderly, aa 
such places in the vicinage of LunnuQ too fre^ 
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^[ii6iM^iir«<Midt I nvMjittt ^oing to mgglsit^^HJwteJi 
liMt yoang geadomaaM-a vevy youag gdiitieinali^ i 
MiettSy puiriiad me so rudeljr a#ay«^iiut tfaki wao^ 
l^ednpsy Mril iHMirieaat-*-^'^ wail in hacite ^I wtii 
jast going to sugg)3«t-*^4hef0 is my own homsef 
^Btloilieiih^the gotten and all quite qtuM, add sar* 
Monded as you aee^ aad at a gre^t distanctl ftor» 
the rMfd^^I tinte a w^lMrtd bed ia thy bctst chittte 
rodNHH^^Mnd if the gentkmlin iiould make hjtnael(( 
easy ttefe-^wiiy he ia wdkoma t6 aU my p(SOT 
fitdemfttter&" 

Trevor ponced Faf>idty*£it the Cold^ praoiaei y^ti 
kiod aad Worthy eounlenilnoe,df the oid^fadHOlted 
<liti2teD^ then at the siurgeon. { 

"By all means on earth/' said Mr. Hartii 
** There ia no other chance of- life." 

^^Sify" aaid SaUivaoi turoiog round suddenly^ 
^ted taking ^ old man's hand, '' I thank yon zA it 
you bad saved my own life^ahd honoar you a(i> 
my blheiv^Pray let us not lose a moment of tini^> 
l:iut get my unfortunate friend to thy cUntz bed*^- 
tfaon worthy good Samoritaii/ 

*' Thfe way, gendemen;" with an aif o( most^ 
patronising sel&consequl^noe: <« trough this skmU 
gsite^^-stayt there is a coach road. Let me undo- 
my great gates, as I call them — Plenty of room^ as: 
yea see, gentIemen»^thoii^ carriages seldom enter, 
on aoeouiit of my gravel walk-^One likes to see 
».plaiBe a little in order — Fray, gentlemen^ walk' iar 
*^]s it to the chintz nxNn you would wish to go f ' 

Voa.II.--L 
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Stajrtill I havft ordered Biddjrto lay on 
quite rigl^ 8ir<-HQOt wait — this way^— 'up stairs— 
samewbat narrow ibr a villa of this respectability — 
That will do-— lay him down. Pray don't re§ttd 
soUing the counterpane— 'What's a counterpane in 
a matter c( life and death? Do you think he will 
be well here, sir ?" to the sui^geon, who, busily cm- 
ployed about his patient, heeded not his loquacious 
host, to whom Treror took upon himself to reply. 

^ We cannot be better-^It is impossible to ex- 
press our sense of your hospitality — If it be possi- 
ble to save his life, you have done it, sir." 

And Sullivan — ** God bless you, sir— <jrod bless 
you, sir ;" while the old man bridled, and looked 
modest 

It was well he had been so magnanimous about 
his counterpane, which was soon soaked with blood 
-*-largo drops of which. had &llen upon the carpet 
of pink and green' roses«— This last mischief, the 
old gentleman, stooping down, endeavoured to 
remedy with his pocket-handkerchief; but, finding 
he only made things worse, he straightened himself 
i^in with a generous, '' no matter," and then on 
hospitable thoij^hts intent, bustled out of the room 
to commune with Biddy on the subject of br»dc« 
fast. 

The gentlemen now busied themselves with aav 
ranging their patient in all the comfi»rt» which m 
capital down bed, well stufied mattresses and pil-i. 
lows could affords — Biddy soon appeared with 
sheets^The curtains, flaunting with the gavdiest 
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t^lourSf werearnai^d — the bKndof thebow-wifr 
•dow let down — abd the chatnber atsiuned an air of 
perfect comfort and quietness. 
: It was now decided that while the surgeon and 
flullivan remained at West Bnd, Trevor shoakd 
proceed with all possible haste to town, and sunih 
mon that distinguished surgeon, Mr. X., to attend 
upon Captain Vivian; his iiijuries, it was plain, 
being of a nature to require the assistance of the 
most conJBummate skill and experience. 

As Trevor entered the little lobbjTf he was met 
by his host, — 

"Well, sir, what news of our patient? Does 
he find himself somewhat more comfortable ? — ' 
And shall you gentlemen be ready for breakfast? 
I think you must be impatient for something. I 
suppose you are more than usual early this morn- 
ing. You fashionable gentlemen seldom are out 
of yqpr beds before one or two o'clock, I am told. 
I fear it was for no good you were out at this time. 
A jewel (duel), I guess, or rencounter of thi^t 
nature. Well, well, I ask no questions — quite dis- 
creet But, my stars, sir, where are you going ? 
This is the way to the breakfast-room — ^for 1 havie 
three rooms on this floor, besides offices." 

" I thank you, sir," said Trevor, ** but I must be 
away to London.?' 

"Well, but one cup of tea — hissing hot— all 
ready." 

"One cup of tea, then-^and thank you, sir" 
said Trevor, whose lips and throat were husky 



Digitized by 



Google 



«Mi piwhod. HATiPg drank U, h9 wm wTivniiA^ 

!oab; wd a £^w laiwlef bnHight bim to OM Bur- 
lington-street. 

The 9er¥aiits weve jost c^)eiiii^ ^ ifaiittera: 
and a slip^abod houeemaid, in that sooty disbabilfe 
IB which it i$ the good pleasure of London honse- 
maids to perfcntn their iaboars, that dark envelope, 
from which, at the hour of noon, the future butter- 
fly emerges in all the eleganoe of lace aad ribands ; 
and a loungiiig, powdemdy fine gentleman of a foot- 
man, with hose ungartered, and knee<^8traps liang- 
ing about his knees, were the only living creature© 
lo be seen. 

The master of the house was yet in his bed^room,. 
ftom which, without any unusual signs of hurry, 
the liveried fine gentleman proceeded to dislodge 
him ; die battered and dusty cab, at the door*»^the 
heated horse-^and the hurried and disordered 1m 
of Trevor, denoting nothing sufficiently ^risto^ 
eratioal to warrant extraordinary hurry. Trevor 
forbore to send up his card \ but, becoming impa- 
tient, he left the room inte which he had been 
ushered, and, finding the man cleaning the splendid 
lamp in the hall, asked hastily whi^n Mr. X. would 
be ready. 

^OinH take upon myself to say T said the man. 

** Did you tell him it was a most urgent 
oase ?'' 

"Upon my word, we have so many urgent 
OS«es;; and it is very unpleasant for gentlemen of 
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winenfee to be wormd up and down at evvary- 
bod/s Gonunand." 

" Did you deliver my message ?" 
, '^Can't justly recollect whether I exactly delivw 
ered the message. Mr. X. seldom has time to listen 
to long messages : we find it of little use to attempt 
to hurry bim." 

" Where is his dressing-room ?" said Trevoc, 
who neyer wasted time by going into a rage^ '' I 
wtU speak to your master myself." 

He knocked at the dresaing-*room door :— 

**JVIr. x.r 

"A vcMce I know!— God bless my soul, Mr* 
Trevor, can it be you ? Wby did you not send xxp 
your cai-d?" 

^ I sent up word it was a most urgent and di9- 
tressing.case," said Trevor; "I fancied that might 
do as well." 

** Damn the fellpw ; he never said a word of the 
sort— but what is it ? — ah, a mystery. Come in 
wUle 1 &iish dressing, and tell me all" 

The all being explained, Mr. X. was as speedy 
as he had hitherto been dilatory, and, accom- 
panied by Trevor, was soon on the road to West 
End. 

Trevor had at first intended to execute, without 
dday, his painful tasked appridng Mrs. Vivian of 
what had happened, leaving Mr. X. to proceed 
alone to Hampstead ; but, on second thoughts, he 
dbttenoined first to hear the sentence of that emi- 
Mitt aoEgeony before be communioated with Ibt 
L2 
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tifar tu ttate Iftez. He wklied to ipare her tbr 
rackiog alternations of hope and fear, which die 
must endure before fresh intelligence could be pro- 
eared from HampBtead; and he believed that, if, 
as he antidpaled, the worst should already be oTor, 
ihe had better bear it at onoe^«ertain that Utile 
could be added to the agony with which the irst 
inteHigence of the accident must be received. 

When the gentlemen arrived at Mr. Fakner's, 
they found the blinds down, the passive laid wi^ 
green baise, and an air of universal stillness per- 
vading the house. Mr. Palmer opened the door 
himself; saluted them in a whisper ; and, stepping 
vqxm his toe, led them into his breakfast-pariour,^ 
where the surgeon from Hampstead was waiting^ 
whispering, as he trod softly along :— 

** Quiet — quiet — quiet is every thing! we diatt 
do very well with quiet. I have ordered Biddy 
to get list shoes, and would recommend the same 
to yen, gentlenien. Your boots creak, b^ging your 
pardon, Mr. Drovor. Well, sir," to Mr. X.^ " shall 
we proceed up stairs?'* 

** Be pleased, sir, ta let me speak to this gentle-^ 
man alone, first,** said Mr. X*, looking imploringly 
at Trevor. 

••CiMne," said Trevor, "Mr. Pahner, let you 
and I have a walk in your garden, and you caa 
lett me aH that has happened while we have been 
afWay." 

^>Ye8, sif, most assuredly; hot I have not sae» 
^ iWfortiuiUe jrtMiDg cfex^foman. again^that 
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young ca{rt wi ivoirid not aHow it He ui wUM^ 
Mr; those young gentlemen are 00 ; but a gentle** 
man of your sense and experience knows betteiw 
Thia way-^there are three sleps^^^and now you 
are in my kitohen-g«rden, as you perceive^ sir-*^ 
garden potager, as I understand the French call it 
I shall have plenty of fruit this year/though tbe 
March frosts and ^ose vile slugs have done me 
unknownst mi^hief. • • . .'^ 

Tne opinion of Mr. X. confirmed that of Mr. 
Hart, the. other surgeon. He pronounced none of 
the wounds to be of necessity mortal: but the 
laceration of the muscles had been such that he 
apprehended the most fatal consequences, unless 
the (^cumstances of the case should prove favour* 
able in the extreme. With regard to the eyesight, 
he refused to decide ^as ta its absolute ctestruction 
or not ; he however declared that nothing but a 
care and attention almost superhuman could pre- 
s^rve it-^ndeed, nothing but the XBO&t unremitting 
aolicitude and skill could afford even a chance for 
life. With this sentence^ and having given' the 
mtoet minute directions, Mr. X. entered his oar^ 
ril^ei to be whirled away from one picture of in^ 
lecise suflferii^ to another; and with that stdetsm 
of habit, the only stoicism to be depended upoiv 
afl4 that indifierence to human anginsh wfakh,. 
und^ other ciroumatancea, would excite our &or«^ 
ror, to pass frooa scene to scene c^ miaery, impar- 
tible as the frooen icie^ yet adminiatering the reiier 
within hia power with aa. aaaUnoin aUsontion whkk 
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Kvnoine feeling might yainly emulate. Such are 
tfe advantages and disadvantages of habitual exer- 
tion in the remedial science. 

Trevor, who was no surgeon, and had a heart 
tenderly alive to sympathy, sat by his side a prey 
to the most distressing feelings, while Mr. X. 
chatted carelessly away of politics, scandal, and 
what not; and, stopping at his own dooTt having 
vainly invited Trevor to breakfast, ran in to his 
comfortable meal, preparatory to an appointment 
for performii^ one of the severest of sui^gical 
operations. 



Trevor alighted, and threaded the streets which 
led to the Albany. The clocks were ringing ten 
as he entered it. He was shown in silence up t6 
the room where Mrs. Vivian still remained. 

She had found the billet left by Hervey , and had 
well understood its meaning — and, reading in it, 
as she thought, a just and inevitable sentence up(m 
them both, she had endeavoured to compose her 
mind so as to meet with decency that intelligence, 
the mere anticipation of which froze her veins with 
ghastly horrors.— But these were no longer die 
terrors and anxieties of one who loves for the 
dangers of the beloved object — No : that illusion 
had, as by a charm, vanished from her breast-^ 
vanished the first instant she had read her husbansPt 
letter.-^As from one fttsemated by Bome strange 
and onnaturalinftienoe to evU, the spell had been 
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middenjy broken, and (or ewr : and M the wftmi 
affection she had ever borne her hatband had bee* 
restored in its first intenshy-^alas I restored too 
late. 

She had anticipated the death of Laurence, 
rather with that secret horror with which we 
should contemplate die execution of some male^ 
ftictor, of whose crime we had furnished the oo- 
casion, than with the softness of a dearer feeKng : 
and, looking upon this catastrophe as her own 
proper punishment, it was lier desire so to meet it 
ns to add no additional disgrace to that heavy load 
of in&my which she had prepared for herself and 
those she loved. 

She had therefore risen from her couch, and 
having arranged her hair in the closest order^ 
smootfied her dress, and wrapped round herself 
once more the large decent folds of her cloak, she 
waited in still and patient expectation the striking 
of that hour mentioned by Laurence. 

About eight, on a woman servant appearing 
with tea, she took some, but attempting to swallow 
a morsel of bread, was nearly choked : so she coft- 
tented herself with that effort, and returned to her 
posture of expectation. 

Nine o^clook rang — half past : in spite of all her 
efforts, her heart began to beat with rapidity : ten 
— she heard some one center the apartments — the 
door opened-— and Mr. Trevor appeared. 

She looked up, while her pulses seemed to sud* 
denij pause. — She could not speak — she covdd 
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'ooly* by a violent eflbrt, keep upright and prevent 
herself from sliding upon the jfloor. 

Trevor approached with a countenance of which 
he did not even wish to conceal the deep concern. 
He wanted to prepare her. He wanted, by the 
expression of his face, to foretel tiie nature of the 
tragical intelfigence of which he was the bearer. 
He sat down by her^ hesitating how to begin, or 
what to say. 

She spoke first. 

After one or two sighs, and a gathering of the 
breath — '^ I know what I have to hear — I am pre- 
;>ared for it. — Great criminals should endure, at 
least in patience, the consequences they have 
brought uppn themselves. You will relieve me 
by saying that all ended speedily." 
' ** I am afraid — admirable as is your constancy 
and composure, that you are not prepared for what 
-I have to tell—" 

•• How ! — there could be but one termination I" 

« Mr. Hervey has escaped unhurt." 

No triumphant joy shone in her countenancet 
but she looked relieved and grateful, and, in a very 
humble voice, said, ^' Then I thank the mercy of 
God, which has suffered the consequences of my 
errors to terminate here — it is a very great relief 
to my mind." 

" Alas 1" said Trevor, looking ruefully in her fece. 

"What?" said she, with a searching look, sud- 
denly recovering her energy, and fi^ng upon him 
eyes that sparkled with animation — ^**no — ^no-J 
do him injustice — he could not be so cruel/ 
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' ^ There h^. been a yery nnhftppy acoideilt — 
By Boine strange mismanagement, Mn Henrey^s 
pistol-." 

^ Sbe looked transfixed, with her mouth and eyes 
starii^open* 

^Exploded — ^He is not to blame — butCaptaia. 
Vivkn 4 . • He is still living," cried Trevor, hastily^ 

But, before he could articulate this, she had 
sunk down upon her knees — wrapped her head in. 
the folds of her cloak, and, burying hex* face in 
the cushion of the couch, remained sometime mo* 
tionless. 

By her attitude he saw that she had not fainted : 
indeed, he heard her low, suppressed groanings, 
and the heavy breathing as of one struggling with 
herself. — He left natui^, in this dread moment, 
undisturbed — ^and in about ten minutes, for so long 
did that mortal agony last» she rose. No tears 
were on her cheeks — her eyes were dry and stony, 
— a dark, troubled cloud of despair hqng over her 
brow, but she sat down and said : — 

** Will you be so good as to tell me, as tenderly, 
as you can, all that has happened ?" 

Trevor related, with as much calmness as he 
Qpukl coUecty the dismal story, to which the chang- 
ing oobur and varying expression of his auditor 
responded. She listened with deep attention,-— 
IVbeQ he had concluded, she sank into a revery of 
some minutes, and then a soft beam of comton 
gradually diffused itself over her still beautifiyil 
countenance. Trevor then, in the kindest mamier^ 
made proffers of service. 
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""Your goodoBift is extreme^" (iaid sbs^^botl 
beHrre What I wisb to do caa be »ocodipli8bed hy 
myself.-^If, however, you will favour d!^ wi^ 
jour card, I will taike the liberty of appiyiogf to 
you — should that asylum to which I propose lo ftf 
be closed against taei^ — If you hear aolfaiiig more 
of mev I shall be, you may- rely Upon it, in seeimQr» 
and no parson need be under anxiety upon my 
accoQat" 

Trevor, looking upon this most k^ely cteiltuitt 
itt so desolate a situatioii, was with difficrity to ba^ 
satisfied with such an assurance as this. 

** I W4>M not be pMniming — bat this great dty 
-<^Have you well considered what you wte about 
tfr dol-^but, HO doubt, yon have abiradanee oC 
ftiends/' 

''Even yet," said she, with a sigb; ''but when» 
I go I shall be perfectly securs^ — If i ^ not find^ 
myself so, I will apply to you." 

Trevor still lingered, but he so pfaialy deiecfed 
an ill-suppressed impotienee fer hi» departure, that- 
he felt ciom polled to take his leave, detemviaiifg to 
call again in a few hounh-^He came adaordiiigl)f 
at one o'clock, but Mrs« Vivian was already gone. 

All he could learn from Hervey's servantr a 
stupid sort of fellow, was, that she had left tbm 
house in company with bis own wife, btft thai bsi 
had not thought of asking what lExr^-^and TvenfMif 
tiras obliged to rest satisfied wiith the akendav 
dsnaelaftion that, a;! least, she had not gone awajr 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

Ifiex had remained, after Mn Trevor left her, 
lost in reflection — yet she seemed not so much 
stunned as excited by this climax to her misfortunes, 
and might have exclaimed, with something of the 
sentiment of Orestes — 

^ Or&ces auz dieux, mon malheur passe mon etpennce.*^ 

The picture of her husband — diat tender, feith- 
fbl, injured husband — in consequeace of her fruity 
cat to the earth, mangled, bleeding, helpless, bikij, 
a&cted her in a manner which would, no doubt, 
have driven ady one possessing a feebler mind ot 
lesselastic nerves di8tracled-*-With her it produced 
« determination, &rce, and enea^ more tinn 
iiatiiral perhaps, but free from tbe slightest tincture 
of mental disorder.— To go to faim, to wait vqpoi 
Um, to tend him, to save btm, became not so much 
m resolution as an irresistible necesslty^ike that 
which drives the mother throi^h tbe roaring 
flames to saatch away her perishing child. To 
be near him — to look upon him*-i>to hear him speak 
once more--*appeared a necompease for aU «be 
must risk of humiliation and shame in the endea- 

VoL. n— M 
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vour : and the persuasion that, if she attended 
upon him, she should save him, and that no one on 
dearth could render him services tender and effica- 
cious as hers, can be compared only to what a 
mother feels, impelled to the sick bed of her child. 

But how to carry her scheme into execution, 
how, unknown, unmasked, to steal to Harry's 
chamber, to obtain the privilege once, her awn, now 
BO wretchedly forfeited, and, as a stranger, gain 
permission to perform those services which, as a 
wife, no power on earth could have disputed with 
her! 

After sitting some time considering on the means 
of effecting her wishes, she began to reflect that, 
like other difficult objects, it would be accomplished 
only by one way — by the use of that master 
charm which opens nailed prison doors — unlocks 
the secrets of the closest hearts — melts the most 
determined purposes — levels the most obstinate 
obstructions — ^by the all-ppwerful agency of gold. 

She put her hand slowly into her purse, to in- 
quire what was the present amount of the worldly 
wealth of one who yesterday could have com- 
manded hundreds for the most trifling pleasures*— 
What was now the extent of her means to accom- 
plish the most importaat object of her life 7 She 
counted the gold as she poured it into her hand-— 
ten guineas — ^Would that bribe? Would that per- 
suade 7 It might afbrd the means of providing 
the necessary disg^ses ; but to tempt cupidity— 
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'what was it ? — Then she called to mind the words 
of Isabel — 

" Hark ye— how PU bribe you — 
Not with rick shekeU of the teited gold**— 

She recollected that Mr. X. was a man above cor- 
ruption, at least the vulg^ corruption of money; 
and that if she were to succeed with him, it must 
be by llie effect produced on his feelings by her 
prayers -and entreaties; and, with that sanguine 
persuasion under which those new to the struggles 
of this world imagine their energy and their elo- 
quence will bend all to their purpose, she resolved 
to set forth, without delay, to go to Mr. X., and 
offering herself for employment as a nurse for the 
sick, endeavour to gain permission to attend upon 
Captain Vivian. She was sanguine enough to 
believe that she should be successful — but if diffi- 
culties should arise, she determined, in defiance of 
shame and humiliation, to declare who she was, 
throw herself upon his mercy, and entreat permis- 
sion, in humble garb and as a menial attendant, tc^ 
superintend her husband's recovery. 

.The first thing to be done was to disguise her- 
self in the dress, of the character she intended to 
personate : and, for this, purpose, it was necessary 
to have clothes— but her impatience to quit the 
abode of Laurence would not allow her to think 
of sending for them — ^and clothing herself there, 
and ta go out alone» traverse London streets, of 
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wMeh^ exceptkig die larger ones^ she was aa ^g^no- 
rant as a stranger, and provide herself with what 
she wanted, appeared, at the very outset, an insur- 
mountable difficulty. She now remembered the 
young woman wha bac) brought up the breakfast. 
She had been struck with the decent gravity and 
oompasfiiooate gentleness of her demeanour ;. and 
she thought she might rely upon a coiailenance - 
which bore an expareasion of goodneaa and purilgr 
that rarely deceives. She rang the bell — ^a thing 
she bad before shrunk from doing in those apart** 
ments — but she was now ia no temper to regard 
refinements of delicacy . 

When the manHiervant entered, ahe^ wbo before 
kad been unable to look up wbile he happened to 
be in the room, addressed him withoi^ hesitationyL 
aad asked him whelher the young woman who* 
bad brought up her tea was in the house 7 

'* Not exaclily/' the man anawered* ^ Sbe Bome* 
limea came to do needlework for Mr. Her vey» who 
bad ordered her last nigbt to come to attend upoii 
the lady.'' He added, ^ She is my wife.'' 

'' la sbe still here ?-^and could I see her again P^ 

^ Certainly," said the man, in a grumbling sort 
of tone r ^if she required it^but his wife was not 
hired to wait-r^nd for his part** • . » . 

^ I wm make it well worth her while,'* said 
Bez. 

«^0h i do«ibtles8--*-biit it's not exactly the mon^— '^ 

Tbe cofeor was now rising ftst to the cheeks of 
Ibe tnifaapp^ ])frs. Xiiriitn ; but, iaithful to> bet 
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resolution^ she humbled herself to shame . ftnd 
said — 

•* I should be very much obI%ed to you if you 
would allow her to come to me for a little while— ^ 
I will pay her whatever you think right, and wiU 
not keep her employed Jong/' 

The humility of air with which this was said 
touched even the vulgar piece of insensibility be^ 
fore her. . 

He should have no objection, if the lady would 
be pleased to recollect "that certain sort of folks 
were used to pay better nor other sorts of folks f 
and he left the room to send his wife. 

The young woman came in with the same air 
of gentle reserve that distinguished her before. 

** I am very much obliged to you for coming/* 
began Inez, in a faltering voice. " I am in very 
great distress for assistance, and, if you will help 
me to what I want, I will do any thing to serve 
you, and be grateful to you for ever.** 

" What is it, madam, that I can do — ^I am sure 
any thing in my power** . . . ; 

" Will you go out with me, then ?— I cannot go 
through these streets by myself— I want you to 
get a coach, and take me where I can get'some 
common clothes, such as would suit a maid-ser- 
vant, before I go to the place where I am to be at 
— I'm not coming here again — I want to go to ser- 
vice — ^Do you understand me ?** 

« I'm very glad to hear you talk so, madam. I 
M 2: ' 
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tHlf do alt in my pdwer to help you-^widi nryhath^ 
band's leave.** 

^Certatnlr^ with his leare — Wilt you go and 
aslc whether yoii may go out with me for a fewr 
hoorsr 

Slie returned with le»re» A coach was pn>- 
curedt and I5ez, wrapping tier cloeh once more 
closely around her, and tying her hat- as low as 
possible over her eyes, leanii^ on Mrs. Bell's amv 
left the only roof in the world where she had aow 
a right to ask shelter. 

Ttiey proceeded first to a ready-roade dothes 
shop, where Inez, having by the way informed her 
companion that she wished to hire herself out as a 
nurse for the sick, was, by tier advice and direc* 
tiotts, soon equipped in a printed govim and very 
dose cap» On looking at herself in the glass, she 
found, however, that this did by no means disguise 
tier sufficiently : but recollecting some tricks she 
had played as a girl, with some of those dies 
which are to be found on ladies' toilets, she sent 
for a bottle, and stained with it her fooe and hand^ 
till they were as swarthy as those of a gipsy. 
She then, in s^te of all Mrs. Bell could say, begaA 
to cut off the long sweeping folds of her beautilid 
liair. 

There is a sacredness in this lovely fenmle or- 
nament : and every woman fods as if th^e were 
something votive in the act when she sacrifices h. 
80 feds the widow, as she makes this oblation to 
the memory of departed love ; — so feels the de- 
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Toted DUD, as (separating from a worM» perhapa 
loo dear) she severs it before the shrine for which 
she has forsaken all; — so feels the unhappy peni* 
lent, shorn ere she is received to that abode where 
she is to learn how slow and mournful are the slept 
she mast tread to return — how painful the steep 
so rapidly descended; — so felt liiez, as, Magd»« 
fen in heart, her beautiful head bowed down by 
penetrative shame, she severed tress after tress of 
those silken waves of lustrous black, and remained 
shorn of her fairest ornament, that mysterious veil 
which had added such charms to her beauty. She 
felt that she was performing an act of humiliatioD 
called for by her crime, and which carried with it 
a far deeper sense than the other degradations to 
which she had submitted. 

When this waa done, and the small, delicate 
head, and remaining hair cut plain over her fore» 
head, was covered by a muslin cap, a^ felt that 
she was so altered as to defy common investigation. 
Her husband's eyes, alas) which she might have 
found it hard to deceive, eouUi no loi^r discern 
those features once so fondly dwelt upon. 



It was about one or two o'clodi:, when two re- 
apectably dressed women knocked at the door of 
Af r. X.'s house, and begged to know whether they 
eoidd see him on business. 

The footman, who was now dressed for the day,, 
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and was not on that account one whit less insolent 
than be had been at seven in the morning, begged 
to know their business, and he would see. 

« We want very much to see Mr. X., sir/* said 
Mrs. Bell ? " would you be pleased to tell us 
whether he is at home, or when he is likely to be 
at home V 

'^ Good woman, will you be pleased first to tell 
me your business,** said the footman, glancing at 
ISez, who, in spite of all her pains, carried that in 
her air which could not be disguised; ^and what 
that strange gipsy-looking young baggage has to 
say to my master. I fancy, young mistress, you 
have mistaken the house.** 

** No,** said Mrs. Bell ; ^ this house belongs to 
Mr.X.** 

^ Right, madam, upon my honour ; but what do 
you want with Mr. X. ?" 

** To speak to him.** 

" On professional business, is it ? — ^then I must tell 
you you*re too late. We don*t see patients after 
twelve o'clock ; so.be pleased to call again. I*ve 
turned dukes from this door before now — ^Mr. X. 
will not be disturbed at this time o*day.'* 

** It is not exactly professional,** said Mrs. Bell. 
*• This young woman wants a place.** 
' *^ A place ! — ^not your first, 1*11 be sworn — ^as if 
Mr. X. had time for such nonsense. Place— place 
<^a pack of nonsense. You*Il soon get a place, 
young woman, 1*11 be bound-*— though you have 
such a queer-coloured skin.** 
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The heart of liez first sickened, tfam flimered— - 
tbeo Altered — then fired at this insolence, — ^then 
liambienes0» that blessed virtue, Vfhkik extracts the 
iting from insuk and contumdy, conquered* She 
came up to Mrs. Bellas relief and wi^h great com^ 
posure and dignity said — 

** Young man, I wish to see Mr, X., and if you 
will take the trouble to introduce me at an umssoal 
hour, shall be very much oU^d to you* Pnqr 
accept of that" — offering a sovereign. 

The golden bough of the syMl was not more 
efficacious— the footman was used to crowns and 
half^rovens, but gold for a single introductioD was 
new — ^ Humph,*' said he, ** a mystery, — ^I thought 
as much— I'll step up, miss, and inquire. Pray 
walk in for a moment,'' 

He soon returned-—* Mr. X. will see you — ^walk 
op stairs.** 

Mrs. Bell remained in the passage. 

Inez entered the drawing-room — the surgeen wmt 
alone*— So near the completioB of her wishes — ^the 
moment of a meeting so dear— 4ier courage for* 
sook her — She turned pate and red, and held by th^ 
back of a chair without speaking. 

•* Well, what is your business ?" said Mr. X. in 
an abrupt, sharp voice— ^ I am in haato^what is 
it you want?** 

" I am come, sir, to ask a great favour — " 

••Well-^on— *• 

^ I want a place, as nurse-^woidd you be so 
kind as to recommend me ?" 
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** Young womahy you have mistaken . • • .^ 

** I beg your pardon, sir, I have not. I wish to 
l>e enoployed as nurse to attend upon the sick — I 
believe I could promise to give you satisfaction, if 
you would have the goodness to recommend me 
where I desire to go.** 

^Have the goodness to recommend you, and 
where you desire to go ! Young woman, thi? is a 
very extraordinary request — ^What cap you mean ? 
where do you desire to go ?" 

There was something in the appearance of the 
young woman before him so unusual, that it ar** 
rested even the attention of Mr. X. ; otherwise he 
would not have bestowed so large a share of his 
golden moments upon her. 

" There was a gentleman very badly wounded^ 
I heard, sir, this morning — I thought you might be 
able to recommend a nurse to attend him. It 
would be an act of the most Christian charity to 
T^ecommend me." 

** Grpd bless my soul I I never heard such a re-* 
quest. Why, where did you come from? Do 
you think we pick up nurses in the street, my good 
girl ? Have you attended in the hospitals V* 

** I have been in the hospitals." 

'^ And where is your recommendation?" 

^ I have none, sir ; but only try me, and I will 
promise you shall be satisfied." 

" And in such a case — Why, my girl, you are 
asking for the care of a^case that all the skill ia 
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England cannot save*— What can you be think- 
ing of?'' 

The young woman seemed suddenly affected at 
this — and grasped by a chair. She recovered her- 
self, however, and said— ^ 

" Oh, sir, if you would have the kindness to iry 
me !** Her voice was so soft, her manner of pro- 
nunciatiomso delicate, that, like the white hand in 
the French story, it betrayed hier to be of no vulgar 
order. 

" It is a very strange thing," said Mr. X., rather 
severely, " what you can n>ean ; and I am at a loss 
to guess what can bring any one on such a fool's 
errand to me. You cannot suppose that I lightly 
lengage those to whom I commit the recovery of 
my patients. This case, with which you desire to 
be intrusted (for what reason 1 am at a loss to 
conceive), is one of the most lamentable I have met 
with in the whole course of my practise. If the 
young gentleman live, it will be next to a miracle 
— If his eye-sight be recovered, more than a 
miracle — ^What can you intend by this -absurd 
proposal t" 

"I throw myself on your mercy alone — I have 
no plea to urge, but a desire so earnest to be in- 
trusted — a persuasion so intimate, that I can be of 
service, when no one else could— that my care — 
my assiduity — ^my solicitous watchings — my earn- 
est prayers, would effect that miracle — ^that I im- 
plore you, sir, for the love of God — ^recommend me 
— ^let me attend upon Captain Vivian," 
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^Captaiii Viviafi I — vifko toU you his nainet'' 

** Alas I I know it loo well I" 

*^ You know it too well I Giv^ me leave to ask 
whoyott are ?" 

^ Ala^ I alas I" sinking on her knees before hinii 
^ I am fats guilty wife*" 

The crimson which rushed over her face, dying 
it to the very teosples, penetrated through the dark 
tint she had assumed, as she bent herself to the 
earth, the picture of grief and shame. 

« Mrs. Vivian!" 

ISkez kneeled. 
. , ^ Mr. X., you see kneeling at your feet the most 
**^^Bkappy of. those wretches whom vice has driven 
to misery. I am come to implore your mercy — 
Do not deny me — Let me go to my husband — ^I 
will go in secret — stay in secret — ^he shall never 
know I am near him — be shall not beagitated by me. 
—•Only let me be his servant while he is ill — Only 
let me tend him-MireBS his wounds — watch him, 
and sooth him. — ^Do you think I do not know 
how ? — Oh, Harry 1 — Harry ! — let me smooth your 
pillow — let me assuage your pain — ^let me return 
to you 1 — In pity, sir 1 

Her hands were clasped and raised, her im- 
ploring eyes streaming with tears. 

**Mrs. Vivian, you distress me very much; Pray 
*-^Not in that posture — Pray be seated — and let us 
^lalh eooUy of tfais matter." 
f He raised her, and put her in a chain 



Digitized by 



Google 



V nB^M^WM^^^^^V ^l^B 



^i4alii i»b«1leT;«>mi0fiMaiMPiimy,i\«>6 will hope^te 
ftMffidiof efleotiiiga>Yei3oMilte^i]H4)att<»fefi^ Ihi 

"A reconcyiation-r said she, mournfully. ^Alas^ 

wMi n^40<aHot«^Jof tbii{tifo»t afionwlpinteeedit^l 
^Ifiiti nifghuba l^nnttatt of Mfatoritig; yHnii><to 
AMtetjr ; (pardonr me/ r 6pMk bhimly,) 1 mig^ 
pe!rHap»<*'^t iM^edl4tt k^ qae» 

tion,'^ ^ ■ 

^ ^i cmty wuhiko be albmed) te ;Mrt»i hiob,^ odtl 
Bteti^iii4;deipofidifaf tdam M ted not evito hoped 
to the poo^'COtiiTdiatifibaiof th|i^^ 
Mm iny'dQit39^«^40y i^i^htiMyieeiwlvim^. proposed 
th«t)|iie fthoe^di^ktiow me^Iestsl of '^11 d»n&i I-^iMfol 
-A'^wi^f o4P> bbpe >tiiat <^b]ofa>'MiiiI4' be bte diBhomxir 
^'^^•Ohi/^Mr^ X. r «gial» thrbtving hersfelE fitpkm/ hot 
knees, ''in merey let mb gotto bitm^-Hlie may.die^ 
teit mobe ^vkh- fainu'' Her ^aiids; in&ie ^mmg, and 
iaised beseechingly <ibbveifacar' headia^U the isymgp 
o£!{)V«yei^^««t!vaiti4 > 

* TlM^'Feiy'i^tftUoii ifitaniiriiufb ti»Jba|dJ^K^«iv» 
prised only served to confirm the surgeoa ia* his 
first opinion, that, under existing circumstaooes, 
Vol. II.— N 
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ik0 wm the oioot ioipraper f)eirMO imtim ivorld 
with wliom Vivian oookl be lotruiltd^ He Ifaani* 
hte very jmtii^Qllj.tixpleioeMl lo bter IhaW is the 
luetent condiUto of da^io Vif^ieiH the iligUteil 
^iuition tnigbt^eliital^ lhat« thn^eftiiiet m kwak 
imposiible- to feel aaeiired Ibftt her feeHngv might 
•el betrfty bdr,M they had already in the preeem 
instance done, he should not thwk himaelf juaiifiedy 
(be dec. 

I Mr. X. was joalified hf all the hkWM of ooinmon 
pcudence, and yet hoW: greatly wae his Mnduot 
flabtaken.-^Defioieht in. tbat we peMtmtmi Mliich 
enables ils.poisaeBBor l0(ibp«rt with imfpunity itmm 
oemmen roles^ Jb» Was^deftytpgCarptain Yivitm the 
imdereJBt of atteodsMif^dd one whbse resoluiieo 
was at Jeacrieciiial ibtbe task.she fasdi imj^osedfupon 
herself; — ^but he was accustomed to dwell in 
^enerab : he waa aOouetomed to diaRegard, among 
bis medical resources, thai aoIi<>iiou8 atfeeodance 
which results from passionaie devotiony->-all those 
thousand alleviations wbicb the ii^nuity of afiec-> 
lion can alone, supply. He was moreover «cctt»* 
lomed to be impenetrable to tears, and . h^ boob^ 
showed tbat he was not to bemoved-^udeed^ that 
be was beginning to get ratfaerr impatient^ - 
. When Mrs. Vivian pereeived this, she euddeidy 
oeased spealdngr**-»neiiMdned peHeotiy silent ibr a 
few seconds — then rose from her fcneesrdfiad hde 
eyes, and quitted the spafftmentwitbottt speaking 
anotbeoword. 
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Oi wi ntOiewitfa^ooach»#i>ii1hBi< 
Mnu BeU^.iikca, not.4or be>dmrtad from. her pun 
fom^ began Id consult upon Ike patsibilily of isiro* 
jdnciiighorielfiiito th&biuttefif Mr. Falater^ widiosil 
the knowle^lge of the surgeoiii of withouihstimyiag 

Aft«r a good dealof ^ddibesfttfamv the only plaa 
that seemed to hokt out a.ohaiiK^ of succetti wai 
to^ oiake oat -who the aurse might be to whom lU 
charge of Captain Vidian had been coiniiiitted# and 
wd^aMonr to persuade her to adaiit Mhs. Vivian, 
under the QbaraGter;of an assistant, to afihare^a 
J^er offieo. By Ihia .means» an opportvaity would 
be offered to heir of assisl&ig.iii <alL those oarei 
Vfhwh she. ]<wged: to bestow upon, hor hnsbanij^ 
.while» fagr absenting heeself whenever Mr. X., bi^ 
lnd^» any of tbinse who'hadonQe seen her,abot2td 
be visiting Csfptato Vivian^ she. might eShctaaBg 
escape discovery. 

- Mrs. BcUk ajrmed with another soyereJgti»r#> 
jUirnod to the house of Mr. X»'for.iftfermatioQianit 
after about an bottr»oame b^k with ithe totelt» 
gsnoe, thait ^ nurse had ibei»t ei^ddned^-down Is 
Weflft Sod, and that the: seivsials supposed; sHl 
viUstBliiBadyhegeflie.. iSoareeol^^ed.thei^efoie^to 
foUbw to the iucMise of\Mr*iF|ihner, send, for thi 
koirser and see what 'eoiiU be done. 

It wae^iaiow •bolwfissn fimr aad five; >bot /the 
days^wefo longrand^Mss.diMl pramised to aceom^ 
{Mingr-heB. ,''.-* 
. «^:Bol^'J»dBtHlf imdsaxv'' sttd.t^^^ 
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iolo ail her ptaiisiMidifeoMiigii,^7aitntiUt te qdh 
JUibefoi^ '.yoa<>ge« llierei^ If htaof^ ipng&avmat^ 
lardM^aofinryoa my famoUa* rooro^ IiwouldqgiAt 
funfJiililltd'toa'liefiDre'we leaTetown rngftin*^ • > 

^ Indeed, I thank you,'* said Mrs. yiyilui,ivfaoMe 
•ohiDg heastt aiidweatMd Unite ill secomitedher 
mtirod spirits. ^ ^. I will go tot your houae^ if y<Hlr 
tasbMid M/itl Yioc^be angiyr and rest^aMtooosider 
li^iktte ifhat we:nti»sisayi«nd do." 

fbey <lr6ve m^ ^oe of cbose^ siiiall narmw 
atrocto which' tnay be f«ond appended »to 4Mt yMM 
IttegmfipettliplapesittiMi squares; in one «f tii^ 
hoMieff of .which ]ld[r8.(B&iHnhltbitdl a rooniyWhei^ 
Ae porsuedher taumbteoeeupatioD of neettle^iworlr,. 
and ^tucfibd to preserve a decent ap^a^itne^ lA 
He midst of tliosenarfow «ircmnstance0<to whicilk 
gBadeinen t^ielB ustiaUy eonsign their wituss. 

Up a narrow, dark, dirty stair, the 'faome^oiffsy 
vhbrdKi criee of bawKng children, and the shrill 
of 'Sook&ig mothers — amid those^ sondw,. 
I aild sights i which ivnder the habitations of 
Ae'poor so abhoiprent to the seoaes of the ridt a«4 
lite rtifaed-««^ader ths^ mysteiious system of things 
ti^bywhioh bdtow^oienj sepamted, it may'be,by 
tat sofne^fty.DT a htindted yard* from' each othen. 
are found,-— the one «iofiM all tbe^sltiiMBtiowuif 
«ii9ganoe ;8iid beamtyv rioting ^ia an* 'estrairsqB^aiice 
ofinisasteful' fanniry, ifedaioBt aslMHBntiflgi is'itidf ito^ 
a vice— the other, after toiling all day toieanyMp^ 
baeid, MeoiMMsningiill>at( QJ||falbaQialcndde<i 
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ky Imb '«tei4Iuiri»toii8' ofanpamatii, mmd: metf 
|kmaljoti of: 9ordijdr«<--giindii^.«^^ilet8 poVerQr; 
. ^Miseiy makes us acquMBtedmtb strange bed- 
fellows f so thouglit Inez# as .she EMbde her way up 
stairs, sad entered the little iui{HnovJded room of 
her new and humble friend* While Mrpu Be^ 
covered her small round table with a sDO(w->whila 
clothe blew up the fire, put on the teakettle, hroughjt 
from, her snail cupboard her single pair of cups 
and saucers, spread her bread and butter, and, 
like the gentle hermit, — ** prssaed and sOiiled,"-*^ 
and endeavoured to cheer the pensive melancholy 
of her guest : Inez, absorbed in reflection, sat 
in an old moth-eaten chair, the seat of honour cf 
that humble abode, ruminating on the means of 
e&cting a purpose, the desire for which had be- 
come only the. more intense the more it was ca- 
fleeted upon. 

To see Harry once more — to be n^r him — to 
hear his voice, was conteniplated with that exoas- 
aive lottgiag which triumphs, sooner or latere over 
eivery. human difficulty. 

The cmly chance that now presented itself^ was 
to see the nurse, and bribe her so 1 irgely as ft 
ODce to .overcome scruple and resistance: but 
where should she find the .means? Five sove- 
raigns were^all that remained in her purse, after 
die «ipaa(tiliare of the mormi g ; and what was 
that? * 

Mn was sitting. «nd drawii^f that elegant w«b 
. . • N 2 
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irf'iiilk iwd .lihrer liadesslgr tfmxqjhd^ Mndi^ 
vbeii Mr9. Sell irosey'Bod y reooi > l ttl(» small )favcdi. 
^I 'wooid nKM/^ajraM^ritbiBg'&beiUtit itUsi itiorii* 
(ing/iinidaBm^ ihiil whntfvwttld )riyi'<mBh4o.b9/<kiiie 
ivitfatldsi} itisftcwiiduaU^ t^ise^^Mt iaswtbii 
|MHir fiiace as miDe^meaif m^ »Miyiiodgwi, aUft 
au'sorry te uy^ otader gieat tsmpUUionsfiNm 

And' she laid on the table die Jara«efeandiKia«H<ve 
•cfasin which Itad anspendsd itfenfid liie>tbfoatfdf 
inez. The iwatch was ^sfnaU^ and of great valoe,. 
tel'with farilliaato. 

<^ Thank yDo^thank jrou^ dear Mrs. Bell. I- 
iMultquilie forgolten.it W>here oouldlihaiielaid 
til down?*' . 

"Where you :chan|fed' your >dves% madamvand 
-ieenad qinte to haiQ& fborgotteii it. I InEoi^tit 
away to give you when you might want it." 

«<(0b I ihadi^ you-^I do indeed (want itr^-^here 
-can I dispose of il.to the best advantage T 

^. Indfl»ed> madan^" aakk Mes. Bell, "* I am afrakt 
that will not be very easy : .peopfearesoiauspickni» 
;aii'this town, I am afraid, -whenever it vwaxe iakeny, 
tpeeple would be fot asking q^uestiiMs/' * 

"".Tinie-^I bad aoi thought ^of tfaat,'^ said Mn. 
'Vm^Ji^r despondi^bir. . *"• Whatcan^ I do r 

'^ L tfaink, madam;' xepiied Mrs. :Bell, /"^^t H 

»yea wOttki beploasedftoishdw it toiiha wb(w^ waib 

the seals, it would be a warrant like of whatyba 

(iwtreiiaodlhattvhaAevtcyouiahoold.kefileaaU Uy 

pyomise her, she might trust tOr— because she 
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madam." 

** True iBg^ith Me^d. Tfaimk > ytm good iMrs. 
[B0IL h mighty indeed^ be difficiilt to pvore v^ 
idemiky to a )8feraBger^-4>uttwJ»t can I promise I I 
mho iiave jiotbing,'^ mused, she, ^.aAd;am nowpen- 
nileM, wkhoul the meant of providing teyeeM* even 

^ The watch^ madam, might be sdd by-»and^by^"' 
itaid MrflL Bell* '^aad that would briog a Terr 
iaige.sum. I recollect Lady Bligh, where I lived,. 
Jhad a watch jiei like it, and they all said ik w$» 

worth two buodred gciiDeaa—only^just now . .. .^ 
4UtA this naturally deiicote ami feeling young 
1 woman hesi^Uted tmd Uushed* irom the fear of 
^ving pain, ** jugt now* I thought it might not be 

90 i^<eeable» opyJk} tOrbe lofleriiig the wwOchicr 

saie.'' 
*« I nee/'.fmi Mra. Viviaa^ whose mir)d readily 

seized Mpon an expedii^at, ^^I see^ I can let her have 

the watch in pledge* ^ redeem iter leave it, aa 

may ber^a^id aow^ my good Mrs. Bell, if ^ou have 
i(|uite done tea» will you call another eoacli' and let 

4IS be goii^.** 

A coach was aoon procured, ami MrsL YiviMi^ 

*— having direoled- the: man to drive to West End 
.and. inquire foa Mr. Pahnef-^HSiKefftd Jtwith her 

«tiRpaafton« 

The coaohfStoiqpedfli theBCffnov fetifeillanDiia 

tittle disiaacelrDm the Jiouse, and l&e^ wfaofound 

ki now difficult ta atCk«datB,.beggedJM[nLBe%m 
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th^f had agreed, to eall oat tb» nonre ^te tpokM 

to in the lane. 

She got out of the coach to waitv ftiaking the 
air might revive her spirits. It was a sweet still 
evening. The distant somd of the ehitdvcn at 
play — ^the cackling of a few gee8e«>^-*afiid now 'and 
then the sharp yelp of a little dog, came softly 
mingled from the village at a little distince. The 
place where she stood was shaded = with dog roses 
and honeysuckles, which waved and straggled in 
wild sweetness over her head. The hay was 
down in a field hard by, and filled the air with its 
delightful perfume, while a few nightingales were 
warbling their latest melodies among the bushies 
and trees of a neighbouring shrubbery. She sat 
down upon a little bank, and, looking round, en- 
deavoured to fix her attention trpon the scene, and 
sooth her nerves for the coming interview. She 
was then, at length, near him. A hundred paces 
alone separated' her from that abode where f^ lay, 
who had been for so many happy, innocent years 
as a part of her being, and who still appeared to 
form a portion of her very self, united by those 
close, indissoluble ties, which bind the wife to the 
husband of her youth. Vainly she attempts to 
wmnch ttiese ties asunder ; she will find them, in 
most cases, resisting every effort to dissolve them, 
and asserting their force and their authority at tfie 
moment she fancies them severed for ever. 

Conjugal love is a sacred things and though 
rnkwyhmfb bsld'snd do hM eheap it»obligatio]is» 
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and undervalue its power, Wcomparison with the 
claims of that passion which it inevitably super- 
Mdesy it wtt i^ioBttd 4o be move' straagf aad>iiiit>re 
devoted, «lKltnoffeenduring»^and to vmkei as mrnit^ 
tud apartofihemtttreoftnunasifitweieinde* 
pend«it of human iMtitotieiia^ - 
* To Ilteas it afpcfln«d that to Vivian akdie Aenf 
light Moogodiithdugh she iiad ttepavated hersetf 
fmoQ him >for erer,! nndet .the iafluenoe da minrw 
able >io&U^tion ; /and ; it w^uM be diflb^ult < laxle- 
scribe the.xomplete dislocation of fiMdliag 'wMoh 
"was the xesult of the Inlse and criminal position (in 
which she stood: She now in bitternew refl^otad 
on <the de9truction oif all ber tocial 7elttBons» jibe 
aanifa^tiiKiiof ^ery plan and hope of life. Tbt^ 
as her mournful ruminations cOntiaued, 'and aha 
bene in ^pitit^ aubmissivcly to /ler fete^iike other 
Qjdminids, ahe Srst.^bf^an 4o^ eocperienee^ wliat.iit 
meant 1^ vepantaooa* She^ bqgaa tio comf>nAeiid 
aOmeeC the mysteries of her own moral MttiiMi. 
Shetdimlytaw ibftt pwi» bumiliation,tKnrrow,n(iKnie 
mot only the :Oatural ^oascqoaQceaof her ibult»i)tt 
themoaaaof r«C!$aeration;'lhe meatraof pudiyh 
ing her aoul from the poUution iato wbiohytt 
had fallen; and she experienced that irresistible 
desire of the penitent to fall before the Author of 
all beinjg — 



fPoiliwaitoim 

3tfi»9e im.99i«if nm»ad thcf^eoplift 
Humbly their faalti, and pardon beg with tears, 
Watering the ground, and with theb lighs the ait 
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Fraquenting, tent Irom hearta contrite, in •ign 
Of sorrow unfeignedi and humlfiation meek. 



She Iblt Che poiBV«r stidi tears posieie to cleanse 
and wash away the stains of vioe, as she covered 
her face with her hands, and oace^ more veptured 
to address that Gk)d,. lo whom, hi the days of her 
error, she dared not turn, even in thought; and 
as the streams trickled through -her fingets, she 
prayed in the name of Him who was not without 
pity for on^ fallen as hchrself-— prayed for grace to 
repent as she ought — and by a life of homiliationt 
obtain a regeneration of her spirit, before her 
detith. She felt, and understood fblly, for the first 
time> wtmt these things mean. Happy are those 
who arrive at such deep convictions while yet the 
soul is pure of grievous sin 1 - 

** Whatever inficj^ltf may vainly talk," a n^ysteri- 
ous blessing surely waits upon prayer — A calm^ 
an earnest of that peace which is a pledge cf 
heaven in this world, began now to steal over the 
heart of lilez — Her fluttering pulses became still--^ 
Strength to perform with fortitude whatever might 
lie before her^-^^the consoling sentiment of atoning, 
by wtmt she might endure, for what she had done-^ 

Prevenient grace descending, that removes 
The stony fVom the hcart-*- 

soothed and tranquillized her. She rose from the 
bank on which she had been praying, and waited, 
with a compost^ she could scarcely hav6 con** 
ceived possible, the arrival pf the nurse. 
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v- • . /• CHAPTER' XX. 

Mks. Crank, who now made her appemttooei 
wst a ki^ p0tAjf ^MNMii^of wnnewbat •m^ro than 
ftir<)7^67e; Hcfr counleoaiicev decideil and rather 
maseuliiiev wa&«tf|iBped with those finet^sf'strbiig 
^food aemei "Miicbmaoh oommunicatimi \«iit^ the 
wrioBftbcniiiess of^ Dferimpresflesron tfa^iace of a 
wooian^of (flear umiorstaiidiiig* It was 'evident 
Mrs. Grme was ono never led through weakness 
to deviate from the plain^ direct path she had pro^ 
pBBed 'tonberaelf to pofsne. < Un^e mosi <£ her 
piiofessiiMi^iiiD^b^oddnsfaiiWtkMi sat upon • her* lip^ 
ilO' hypoerkical soflness moduiated her viride, rie 
doubtful expression falsified her phy^ognomy-*-^ 
fibr dtotigi-ay- eye^her- well-set, fifrnmoutht and 
well-filled cheek, carried an expres«on of benevo- 
lence rather tham <tf sofinessK-Hof kindn^sst than of 
iatDtry-Tiof fkuthority than of. ft wning« . ' 

; ISes looked, up in her iiae, and with her usjiial 
gtfick^^s of perceptiour understood her c^iaraoter 
^ a 9ioi||ent-r3?l^p^gh by.far>tb^.moj(3 aenatiye of 
tb&.tWP.(^Pfl^9^9itix^epM$d^ is, in the intesedurse of 
tb^_w«^rW,/ata^os|l;.equival^iit, to we^fcpes^), yet 
}^n .p999e9<o4 thikt;abi^y apd.pefietiii^tion wbieh 
r^pdfl^^oimi hmwi lai^jAg inl^liMy tim m%9jter iof 
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others, a power she, during the smiling sunshine 
of her summer day, had felt little occasion to exer* 
cise. Now, with an important object before her, 
she seized instinctively on the means of its attain- 
ment — and estimating at once the force of her 
with whom she facid tDi.d'ea^/ste/ attacked her by 
a direct appeal to her interest and to her benevo- 

Sbfhsaiwr ) Mvs« €ffan0)waA JftkNl-he«^^ 
9JMi iwas^not oita la im witUwld by jbriling. admip lci 
fmm ddtag wkat she thongbt* ri^^ fibaalsfiKim 
mftrkedocvtainJiiiea in her &ce whielirtesti6ed 
that aa;apfieal to, self'interest would. hove: its. dmy 
though' not; mote than its due effeciU. upon>oDe wfav 
was^.after all« paid everiy day for the exercise! of 
buwanitiy. 

Mrs. Crane looked surprised when jdie* was w[ 
tfoduced. to the ratber stogislar-looking :per89B whq 
aloodbefoieh^: but Inez Gameformaidi^ithoofe 
the amalksl hesitation. 

^ i/bm. Crane^ J believe-^Has Mrsi Bellinibrmdd 
youjrwho Ir— uMa/*' ' 

^ Ml-s. Bdhsaid a-lady wanted^to^speak to ^mft^ 

*' I am Mrsj Yiviaiih^^and I am- bome to-ifittk«f a 
tiGNfuest to you whk^ I trust 'yoMwili' not reflise. 
¥60' know already, no ckniibt, why > I h)l^^ >n0 
right to approach Oaptoin -VlviHtt^why 1 'fttti 
6blig^ 10 beg f(yt that whietv I ooght 'to cotmnand 
; . ^ . I^istt* to tmre^ rt)yi-4^aptfiitt 'VtTlsn^-4l^ 
i^ refcoverj^-^^twould am ask It if 1 were not saro 
Hial ifl many things I wM ^Mtty^ ids "cdnifimrt 
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better than any one — I wish you to introduce me 
as your assistant — I will never betray you — The 
thing shall be buried in silence between us and 
this good Mrs. Bell — Only make an excuse and 
introduce me as your maid — I will give you one 
hundred pounds — Here is my watch as a pledge 
' — Keep it till I redeem it — ^Will you oblige me ?" 

Mrs. Crane stood for some fewminutes reflecting, 
then, with hesitation, began what seemed a denial ; 
bttt liiez, before the words could pass her lips, 
look her hand, and began again to urge her suit, 
with so much earnestness, laying open, with a 
jdainness almost approaching to magnanimity, her 
situation, feelings, and wishes — and urged her bribe 
with so much sincerity, that Mrs. Crane at length 
gave way, and said she would see what could be 
tlone. 

She was about to propose that Ifiez should re^ 
turn to London for the night, and come back in 
the morning : but this could not be endured — Ifiez 
' -felt that to go away was the only thing impossible, 
«nd she said so. It was at length settled thai 
Mrs. Crane should go to good Mr. Palmer, and, 
persuading him Ihat Captain Vivian's situatioa 
required more than her assistance, ask I^ve to in- 
troduce a friend into the bouse, to watch with her 
for a few nights. 

Mrs. Crane was not absent long — She soon re- 
turned to say that Mr« Palmer was quite satisfied 
of the propriety of the measure, and bc^^d that 
ISez and Mrs. Bell would follow her to the house. 

Vol. II.— O 
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Inez did not attempt to speak. A sense of 
choking about ti^ie throat rendered that impos- 
sibie ; but, anxious to prove her power of resisting 
emoticHi, she quietly, took Mrs. Bell's arm, and 
signed to Mrs. Crane to lead the way. 

They came to the little green gate, where the 
busy host was already in waiting, to receive this 
new addition to his family. 

'*A very pretty young woman, indeed, Mrs. 
Crane. A mighty pretty figure.— Pray, young 
woman, walk titis way — ^that leads to my &<mt 
door^^this is .the back, you see — here is the 
kitchen." 

The kitchen I — There was a crowd of servants 
in what was usually occupied by Mr. Palmer's 
qoiet maid Bridget alone. — Among the rest, Cap- 
tain Vivian's own valet, — happily not John— He 
^onld have known his mistress, however disguised 
•—The servants were chatting away with the 
volnbility common to their care-exempted race ; a 
fire was blazing in the grate, and Bridget and an- * 
<^her woman busy roasting a joint of meat, and 
preparing supper for all the gentlemen who, being 
imder orders of inquiry, chose to stay, and share 
the good* things which the busy Mr. Palmer had 
prepared upon this momentous occasion : for his 
hospitality extended to the most humble of his nu- 
merous guests, and his anxiety and. vanity were 
evidently as much alive to provide for and gratify 
the grand gentlemen's gebtlemen, as the gentlemen 
themselves — Nay, it may be doubted whether 
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these first, with all their second-hand exaggerated 
airs, did not appear to the simple cilizea the most 
important personages of the two. 

Inez glanced at the wide open door, and seeing 
what was before her, hesitated. — She feared dist 
covery — far more, she yearned for one moment's 
pause to relieve her full heart. To sit down in 
the midst of all this noisy vulgarity I — Little do 
those whose sensations have been refined by civil* 
ization--comprehend the depth and the breadth ct 
that gulf which separates them irom those of a 
lower condition and ruder habits. Those who 
only observe the inferior classes of society while 
under the influence of restraint, such as the prea- 
ence of their superiors invariably imposes, can form 
little idea of the grossness and the coarseness of 
their communications with each other— or how in 
the very tone of the voice, the forms of expressioot 
even the mode of pronunciation when released 
from that influence, something may be detected 
painful and oflTensive to a purer taste. These 
things may be thought trifles, but trifles as they 
may be, are perhaps sufficient to prove that iind 
^istinctionl of society are not merely arbitrary. 

Mrs. Crane and Mrs. Bell both felt for Mrs. 
Vivian — ^for people in their rank often show the 
moat delicate sympathy for the sofieriiigs of a re- 
finement in which they do not share* 

^ Yoo had belter come to my room,** said Mrs. 
Crane. ^ Mr. Palmer, we will go up stairs.'' 

** But won't the youn^ woman take some supper 
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Sapper is just going to be taken up — Do, miss^ 
take some supper — a capital piece of meat, and a 
tart — Do, miss." 

" Thank you,** said liiez, « I will go with Mrs. 
Crane." 

The stairs were before her — ^those stairs — 
covered with their commonplace carpet — bordered 
by their mean painted bannisters— To her eyes 
what did they not convey? — Those stairs — ^the 
last few steps that lay between her and the object 
of such earnest wishes — she longed to fly up — to 
open the door — to fling herself at Harry's feet — 
but she restrained herself, and pressed her foldM 
hands close against her bosom. 

" This way, miss,** said Mr^ Palmer, wWspcr- 
Hjg. •* Tread softly — maybe he's asleep, poor 
young gentleman — hush! — ^hush {-*-that*s his door — 
no— there's Mrs. Crane's room — that way." 

Mrs. Crane opened the door into her own 
small apartipent, which was nearly filled by a large 
bed. 

liEez entered — sat down without speaking — and, 
folding her arms against the side of the bed, laid her 
forehead silently upon them, and waited till the 
throbbing of her heart should subside, and voide 
and motion be restored — To weep, she refused 
herself^ ignorant, that torrent once set to flow, by 
what power to stanch its outpourings. 

Mrs. Crane respected her silence, and hcmoured 
her self-command. Like all those who have to do 
with the sick, she revereoced an abstinenoei from 
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tears and weak complaints — She stoodby quietly : 
in about a quarter of an hour Inez raised ber 
head. 

^ Now^ good Mrs. Crane, I can see hicn — may 1 1^ 

*^ We must wait a little. I left Captain Sulliraii 
watching him. I will go in and see whether I am 
not wanted — The dressing should be looked too.*^ 

Inez shuddered slightly. 

'' Is he sensible f It was the 6r8t question she 
had ventured to ask. 

** YeSy he is ; but he does not seem inclined to 
speaky I think." 

There was at this moment a knock at a small 
door placed in one comer of the room. It opened, 
as soon appeared, into that in which Captain Vi- 
vian lay. 

« Mrs. Crane V 

It was Sullivan's voice — Ifiez hastily tied on the 
large bonnet which she had removed. 

^ You are wanted, Mrs. Crane. Will you 
I^ease to come to Captain Vivian ? The bandage 
is shifted." 

" Directly, sir. Will you go down a little now V 

** Yes, I am going to town for a few hours* I 
shall be back very early in the morning." 

He ran down stairs — Mrs. Crane approached 
the half-opened door — Ifiez fc^owed. 

« How do you fisel yourself now, sir ? — The 
bandage has slipped, I see, a little." 

'^ I think so" — in a voice so low uid languid 
that it was scarcely audible to Ifiez, who, pale and 
02 
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cold as marble, stood at the half-opened door, 
afraid to enter, but finding it impossible to retreat. 

The voice told at once the tale of Harry's suffer- 
ings^-It was faltering, broken, faint ; but not with 
sickness alone : there was in it that tone of pathetic 
despondency which speaks volames to the ear. 
His heart was broken— she felt it was — She stood 
still, scarcely breathing — Presently bespoke again. 

"What o'clock is it, good Mrs. Crane?— This 
is a weary day.** 

** It is near upon nine, sir — Will you take tea ?" 

"Yes, something to drink,'* languidly. "My 
throat is parched and dry." 

" I will get you some directly— This young per- 
son is my assistant, sir — She will stay in the room 
while I go. If you want any thing, you will 
please to ask her." 

She signed to I&ez to come in. 

Inez came to the bedside. 

There he lay, a ghastly figure — ^the upper part 
of his face covered with bandages, still foul with 
blood: his cheek below pale and haggard — ^his 
lips white, yet preserving their expression jof in- 
effable sweetness and candour — his hand faintly 
supporting his head — ^there lay the wreck of Harry 
Vivian. 

She stood by his side and gazed. 

She neither sighed nor groaned — Two large 
tears rolled slowly from her eyes — this was all the 
emotion she showed — At length, she slid softly on 
her knees and bowed her bead, as. if in acceptance 
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irf'sorrow ; and, after remaining some time immove- 
able, arose, and, with a composure the most ex* 
traordinary, sat down by the bedside to watch. 
There is a despair which is calm — there is a 
misery which mocks expression — Feeble chanic* 
ters perish under it — ^those of more force live, and 
nM>ve, and think, and act, burying the concealed 
and festering wound with the heroic self-command 
of the Roman matron. 

It was not long before Captain Vivian felt a 
light and soft hand (how different from the firm, 
strong, and not very tender touch of the nurse !) 
gently arranging the pillows under his head, so as 
to relieve the uneasy posture in which he was 
helplessly lying — The bed, all ruffled and heated, 
was smoothed — the windows of the room softly 
opened. A fresh breeze jJayed upon his fevered 
brow ; a sense of comfort and rest seemed to steal 
over his frame. Tired and exhausted with con* 
tinual suffering, the first moment of relief was in- 
expressibly grateful: he felt tranquillized by a 
charm he could not understand, but which seemed 
to sooth him with a strange sympathy — nature 
yielded to the gentle sensation — the irritation of 
mental and bodily suffering subsided, his hands 
sank languidly from his face, and he fell asleep. — 
•She heard him breathe more quietly — she saw by 
the expression of his countenance that he rested 
— She, for one moment (it was but for the moment) 
almost felt that her sin was forgiven her. . 
All that night did she, with the permission of 
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Mrs* Crane, watch by his pillow, admiaistering 
the little refreshment he was able to take; and, 
when he slumbered, laying hersdf down on the 
floor by his side ; while he, too much confused in 
his sensations by his blindness and pain to attend 
much to what was going on, never remarked that 
he heard not once the voice of his guardian ; but, 
grateful for her care, and the charm of attentions 
which seemed to divine all that he wanted, passed 
the night better than could by possibility have been 
anticipated. 



The morning broke upon her with that calm, cold, 
mournful stillness, with which it visits the watcbejrs 
of the night. To them it brings no cheering fresh- 
ness on its wings, but chilly shivers' striking through 
the veins, and melancholy pressing on the spirits. 
The candles were expiring in their sockets, as the 
sun began to make ruddy the eastern clouds, and 
light dawned upon the earth, though all was as pro- 
foundly silent as in the dead midnight This still- 
ness gives a mournful character to the davm, well 
known to those who, sitting by the bed of sickness 
or of death, have seen its first faint streaks crimson- 
ing the parting clouds. • 

Inez was now standing at the window in melan- 
choly revery. She heard Captain Vivian move 
and sigh, as if awakening. His sleep had been ra** 
ther sound than refireshing, and his head was evi- 
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dently still conftised and inclined to wander. The 
scenes and shadows of the fast eight-and-forty hours 
were slowly passing before his fancy, as he lay be- 
tween waking and sleeping. At last he muttered 
something — she listened with intense attention. 

" It was all a dream— a horrid dream 1 — Whea 
shall I be awake? — Where am I? — In my cabiftT 
— ^What was it? — Where is she?— and my chil- 
dren — and my home — ^where are they ? — ^What did 
they tell me?— How was it all?— Why is she not 
here— My Ifiez — ^my Ifiez, come back to me, my 
love F— Nay, let us talk it all over. — Why were you 
not at home to receive me? — My Inez! where 
are you ? — Oh there ! — ^I thought you would come 
again P 

Once more he slumbered, for the sound ceased. 

She bad imposed upon herself a task of which she 
h» yet knew but half the bitterness ; every falter- 
ing accent struck her to the heart. She, too, looked 
back, as on a hideous dream, upon what had been 
done. She longed to forget — ^to press forward at 
his call, as in the days of her first happy affection 
— to cover his face with her innocent kisses — to 
obliterate all that had taken place— -4o blot out the 
dreadful past. Alas 1 alas I — Time past — the irre- 
parable, the inexorable past I — Sin committed — ^thc 
dark, the ineffaceable stain ! She had done Uiat 

Which ttkas the iom 

From the fair forehead of an innocent shamei^ 

And |>lants a Ukter thmre.. 



Digitized by 



Google 



166 TBS ADSaBAL's BAVGHTBR. 

She had done that which had rendered her a thing 
infect, impure, no longer worthy even to touch that 
hand which once had seemed to grow to hers — Slie 
had done that which had severed, by a deep, imr 
passable gulf, herself and him who seemed as half 
herself, bound to her with a oneness, an exclusive- 
ness, which none but those united in a happy mar- 
riage can understand — 

His cruelty was great who bound the living body 
to the cold inanimate corpse ; but the sufferings of 
the miserable victim scarcely equalled the torments 
of those who exist, as it were, with half their soul 
of being bpund up with a distant, parted frame. 
But sl^e was patient, submissive to sufferings too 
well deserved. She bent her head to the window, 
and let the tears stream down. 

Morning advanced, and the misty twilight was 
succeeded by the more brilliant radiance of the 
ascending day. « The sun shone bright on every 
eye in the village** save hers and those of the un- 
fortunate Captain Vivian, alas ! to be visited by 
those beams no more. The birds were hailing the 
rising sun, whose golden car, now high above the 
horizon, gleamed over the sweet landscape which 
spread before the window of the bed-room. The 
stir of business was in the house ; all those plea- 
sant sounds of awakened life and action, that speak 
so cheeringly to the heart. 

She stood by his bedside with Mrs. Crane^ — ^He 
was restless and full of buffering. It was evident 
that, now thoroughly awakened to a clear percep- 
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iion of circumstances, the anguish of his mind ren« 
dered the torments of his wound nearly insupport* 
able. Restless, yet scarcely able to move — ^tears 
upon his hearty which, alas ! could no longer flow 
from his mangled eyes .... The picture is too 
shocking. She saw and felt it all — and, as at ii[iter- 
vals, the deep and heavy sighs burst from his 
bosom, they seemed to sever hers. 

She dared not take that hand — she had lost the 
privilege to circle in her arms that head, and en* 
deavour to sooth and soften anguish— she dared 
not speak and bid him take comfort— and, might 
she so have spoken, alas ! what comfort was there 
to offer ? She looked with a glazed, staring ex- 
pression of helpless sorrow, while Mrs. Crane en- 
deavoured to allay the pain of his wounds, and to 
ease the bandages. 

** Are you better now, sir ? Indeed if you could 
make yourself a little easy, it would help you. 
Let me bathe your hands with eau de Cologne,'' 
said she, giving the bottle kindly to Inez, who felt, 
only when she was employed, as if delivered from 
the most racking torments. 

** Thank you, Mrs. Crane," with another heavy 
sigh, ** I will endeavour to be more quiet," — an- 
other heavy sigh, — ^** I will be more patient — Is Sul- 
livan come?" 

" No, sir — he said he would be here very early ;" 
and as she spoke, the bell of the gate was heard, and 
Sullivan might be seen crossing the garden. He 
soon entered the room, and liiez retreated to the 
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next apartment — where, resting her aching head 
against the slender partition, she heard without de- 
sign all that passed. 

" Well, my dear fellow, how do you find your^ 
iself ?" said Sullivan, in the cheerful accents of his 
friendly voice. " Have you rested ? — are you bet- 
ter ? — ^how is your pain ? " 

^ I have slept, I believe, a good part of the night* 
I feel less stunned and confused than I did yester- 
day— ^I am beginning, I hope, to collect myself; — 
but I am a very unfortunate fellow, Sullivan $" and 
his voice faltered. 

« Oh, you must not think of tluU — Oblivion— You 
must return to your profession." 

"Sullivan,'* in a low hoarse tone, *«you will not 
suspect me of a weakness unworthy of me;-^ 
but I hope she is safe ... I hope she will be treated 
with honour . « . If she wishes to come away, I hope 
she will not want the means — I should be sorry, if 
she had an inclination to retire from^-^from^— his 
protection, I mean — I should very much desire that 
she should be provided with the means of rendering 
herself independent of him. I think, my good 
friend, it would be a very great consolation to me 
to know that she depended for subsistence upon 
one, who — oh, God of heaven ! why did she ever 
leave him ?— one who was her legitimate protector 
— who has still a right— to — alas !" with a heavy 
sigh, '' to what has he a right ? But who has a 
title to consider what will be best for her, amid 
the unparalleled misery into which she has jdunged 
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us both ? Yes, Ifiefc, misery for both I I know you 
—Your tortares will equal my own T 

^ But " said Sullivan, ** surely you do not intend 
to— you cannot — The means of redress — ^You will 
have recourse to legal proceedings — to restore you, 
at least, to your liberty.'* 

« No,^ said Captain Vivian, •* I have no use for 
liberty — * Thou wert ! — thou art V *• he checked 
himself. " Not unless it be her wish— What I drag 
her before a court of justice — ^have my hearth 
profaned — ^my secret love blasphemed — my sacred 
home disgraced, by such an unblushing display of 
our joys — our griefs — our infirmities— our crimes, 
and our despair I — No, no, Sullivan ; Inez shall not 
be made a fable for the idle, chattering towuf 
through fault of mine — ^I will not assist to rend 
asunder that veil which yet may shelter her dis- 
honour — I will not help to sully that iiame, whose 
brightness was my pride and glory — to bow that 
head in shame, whose lofty frankness I adored — 
No, no.* 

"But, Vivian — your own honour — consider — 
Things are gone too far. You cannot take her — " 

"Back — no," in a hollow tone, "that she has 
indeed rendered impossible — I have lost my Inez 
— Honour — Love, forbid it — I have lost my liiez. 
She is no longer the same — she is to me, hence- 
forth, an alien and a stranger ; but I need not 
forget what she has been. Her honour — ^her repu- 
tation—it may not be too late to rescue — but — ** 

Vol. IL— P 
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and b9 aluted; painfully^ ^ lifhat if A^ sliould jeeftive 
to leave him ?*' 

**1 have beard,'* said SuHivta^ "^drnt she has 
already^lefthnn.'' 

'^ShehasI-^IthaakGodw Tbesv Sollivaa, will 
you learn where she has taken shelter? and will 
youi my good fellow, provide that she has those 
noeaiis nec^sdary to the comfort of one— so tender 
— and so belov^? I want time to reflect upon 
the arrangements that ought to be made, if I live. 
If I die, she will be provided for by . dispositions 
made before our last unhappy parting. Now tell 
me of my children-^or a coldness and faintness 
is upon me— ^and the spirit is. Weak.". 

" Miss Vivian has taken your two sweet little 
girls to Roehampton. Mr. X. positively forbids 
her bringing them here at present^ or even visit** 
ing you herself— but rest assured they are in good 
hands.'' 

"I know it — I know it — poor little destitute 
orphans! Will you go now, and execute the 
commission that I have given you? and if you 
could see' my little ones, and carry them their poor 
father's: blessing, and bring me word they are well, 
I think it would do me good. Sullivan, I give you 
much trouble." 

. " God bless you, Vivian — ^how can you imiagine 
such a thing? Send me over the world for 
you. I will be off this moment, and do what you 
desire." 
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huskaftd.and .teiider father onoe more alone^ 

Alone» he iiKkilged for a short time, wkboot re* 
Straiot, the bitter regrets which a sense of honour 
and dignity forbade him to display, even bdbre the 
eyes of so dose a friend as Sullivan. He yielded 
to a violent paroxysm of grief— ^while the name of 
Iiiez, his beloved— his only life, joy, and hope — and 
of his children-T-his. orphan, motherless children^-^ 
mingled with his deep and heavy groans^ She 
heard it at first with a distress that seemed so 
completely overpowering, that she felt rooted to 
the spot — but she Was alone — Mrs. Crane had left 
the watching to her ; and, dreading that the violent 
agitation which she witnessed might seriously 
injure him, she roused herself, and, opening the 
door of the partition, glided gently into the room, 
kneeled down by his bed, and in a voice distincty 
but very low, said — «* In the holy name of Grod — 
think of your children, and take comfort." 

" Who speaks ?** said he, suddenly arrested. 
"Whose voice is that?" 

No answer.4 She dared not speak again : but 
the interruption had changed the course of his 
thoughts. Her purpose was effected. 

** Who spoke ?" he repeated. 

" It was only your nurse," in a low tremulous 
voice, which she endeavoured to disguise. " I beg 
your pardon, sir — pray excuse me." 

** Ah ! — speak again— speak again. That voice T 
for she was silent, ** that voice I" Alas, even the 
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faint echo of those tones so fondly loved fell upon 
his heart with inexpressible sweetness. The colour 
flew to his faded cheek, ** Who are yout** 

** I ^m your nurse, sir — a young woman hired 
to assist Mrs. Crane." 

'' Ah P' with a deep sigh, *" is that all ? Let me 
be quiet then, my dear : I think I may sleep.** 

Her hands; which were now icy cold, once more 
arranged his pillows : and then, statue-like, she. re- 
mained by him, trusting that her presence would 
restrain these dangerous bursts of feeling. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

And what was become of Laurence? Shall 
we follow him to a dark, gloomy apartment, in one 
of the narrowest streets of ancient London, wherd, 
devoured by his own thoughts, he remained, his 
head buried in his hands, the picture of stupid de- 
spair ? The excess of mental, as well as of bodily 
pain, terminates in insensibility, and stupefaction 
for some time deadened the poignancy of his feel- 
ings. Like one in a dream, circumstances, present 
and past, hurried through his fancy with a strange 
irapidity, independent of the slightest act of voli- 
tion. He saw his friend, in the bloom of youth, 
hanging on his arm, as they used to walk the parks 
together, discoursing, with animated frankness, on 
his hopes, his prospects, his designs— ^He saw the 
colour flash to his cheek as he spoke of her — the, 
as yet, unknown to Laurence, the idol, the divinity 
of his adoration. Then, that garden at Middleton 
Court rose up to his imagination. He saw the 
lovely, fantastic Miss Thornhaugh indulging her 
airy caprices—the petulance and insolence of wit, 
innocence, and beauty ;-*then the second meeting, 
the softened wife — the complete woman ;— the 
graceful, the gentle, the elegant— the happy bus- 
P8 
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band, the confiding friend — Portsmouth — ^the return 
-^but at those thoughts, Laurence, the philosopher 
— the temperate — the sage— gnashed his teeth, and> 
tearing off large handfuls of his hair, cursed the 
demon who had entered that paradise, and ruined 
the angel of purity once there enshrined. He 
saw her, as last he had seen her, sitting shamed 
and miserable upon his hearth, beaten}* broken down, 
and blasted, like a beautiful iQiower all dabbled with 
mire, and aloud he cursed his being. . . 

Towards evening Trevor came* 

Trevor was one of those rare characters, who> 
educated at a public school, a denize for. three 
years of a college, a witness of all the disorders 
which attend unbridled youth, and afterward cir- 
culating freely in that great world of dissipation 
to which fortune and independence introduced 
him in London, had preserved, as by the native 
brightness of his own original temper, his heart 
pure from dissolution, his habits unstained by sin. 
A very deep and sincere sense of religion, for 
which he was indebted to his excellent parents 
(parents — ^for many have pious mothers, but few 
know what it is to see piety made .reverend by 
the habits of a father)^ had been, to a considerable 
degree, the talisman which had carried him unde- 
filed through all the corruptions which surrounded 
him, — aided by that calmness and well ordering of 
the passions, the best fruits of a careful and judi- 
cious education. The imagination of Trevor had 
not been enlisted on the side of vice, either by inju- 
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dMous and scropuloufa seyerity* or by ill-concealed 
license. He had learned to dislike and despise 
excess as a -v^eakness and a brutality,^ and to love 
virtue and order for their own sakes. 

The pain and. shrinking of the soul with which 
he found himself bound up in a tale so abhorrent to 
all his feelings as this of Laurence, may be con- 
eeired ; and the tenderness with which he perse- 
vered in endeavouring to lighten the host of evils 
which now overwhelmed the unfortunate and guilty 
victims, proved in this instance, at least, that the 
most generous benevolence, and rigid personal vir- 
tue, are not so incompatible as some, not remarka- 
ble for the latter quality, have wished to make us 
believe. Still there was a feeling of indignation 
prevailing in his mind when he looked at Lau- 
rence, which, suppressed as it was by a compas- 
sion he could not but feel, gave a certain restraint 
and coldness to his manner which he found it 
impossible to overcome. 

The immediate effect of this on Hervey waa, 
however, so far good, that the want of sympathy 
he instinctively felt induced him to check the vio- 
lence of his present agitation, and, acting as a 
powerful sedative, perhaps, preserved his intel- 
lects. 

The first question was not for Vivian. Two 
men, loving the same woman, can have neither 
sympathy, friendship, nor affection^- Jealousy is, in 
man, a master passion, and produces effects so 
wide and various that we oflten overlook the original 
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spriiig of those. efleets when mtnessedL The 
faudband of liiez was no object of interest to Lau» 
rence-r-The thought of what had happened was 
dreadful, and well-nigh upset his mind-^bnt his 
remorse, his tenderness, his anguish, were all for 
her. 

'< Where is she? What is become of her?" 
said he, raising his head, but without rising from 
his chair, as Trevor came in. 

" She has left your lodgings,'* said Trevor. 

Laurence sighed. ^ 1 thought it would be so — 
Where is she gone 7" 

** I hope,— indeed, I am sure, that she is^^^fe^* 
said Trevor ; ^ but where she is gone I have yet to 
learn/' 

. " You have ? — good Heavens ! — In this town — 
Who was with her?" 

** The wife of your servant accompanied her-^ 
They went out in a hackney coach— where-^the 
man could not tell. — I have made fruitless in- 
quiries. I can get no trace of her. The people 
with whom they lodge say, that your servant's wife 
came in about five o'clock, with a young woman, 
a sort of upper maid-servant — rather an odd-look- 
ing person— that then they went out — and she has 
not been home since. I saw Iriez this morning — 
She then spoke of some asylum that she should 
seek, but if that were shut against her, she promised 
to apply to me. — Vivian yet lives." 

'* And is this all you know ?" 

He got up, and began looking about the room. 
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** You are not going out, Hervey,'* said Trevor. 
" Leave it to me — Rely upon it I will not rest, till I 
have discovered where Mrs. Vivian is lodged.^! 
came down here hastily, thinking you would sufier 
so much anxiety to the state of— but rely 
upon it, wherever she is, she is safe, — ^^The person 
she went with is a most respectable young woman*** 

The sympathies of Trevor were at this moment 
more engaged by the unfortunate husband than by 
the erring wife — and the accident by which he had 
struck the man, once his friend, appeared to him 
the dreadful climax in Hervey's fate, compared to 
which all other circumstances were of trifling ac- 
count Satisfied that Mrs. Vivian Was in no real 
danger, he did not, therefore, share the agitation 
and anxiety of Hervey. 

Laurence made no answer, but continued to look 
about the room — ^He then rang the belK 

" I want my hat." 

'' You did not bring one, sir,** said the foot-boy 
who opened the door. 

•* Go and fetch me one." 

"Sir?" 

** Buy me a hat," said Laurence, flinging to him 
a couple of sovereigns. 

Trevor now interfered :-- 

•^ You' had better remain where you are, Her- 
vey. — Vivian is in a most precarious state. Con- 
sider what your situation is.-— Wait till to-morrow. 
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You shall have the earliest iiitelligeiice*--70u may 
safely leave all this to me T 

Laurence made no answer : he looked doggedly 
at the window: the moment the door opened, he 
seized the hat which the boy held, and, without 
looking at Trevor, left the room and the house/ 

Evening was now beginning to fall — he threaded 
the streets with rapidity, walking at his utmost 
speed, regardless of every interruption. He passed 
up the Strand, indiffisrent whether seen or not, and 
through the different wide public streets^ until hb 
reached the Albany, The first thing he saw was 
his servant, yawning at his door. The fellow 
started at the sudden apparition. 

•* Where's your wife?'' 

"Lord, sir— you do startle so I — My wife ? I do 
not exactly know !" 

** You scoundrel — Where has she been all day?** 

** How should I tell, sir 7 — I suppose you know 
she went out with . . . ." 

Laurence arrested the name ; he shuddered to 
have it profaned by passing such lips. 

" Where did they go ?" 

** I really can't say : but perhaps home.** 

♦^ Where does she Uve t" 

The man gave the direction. LaisreoGe turned 
on his heel ; he was, in a few moments, knocking 
aharply at Mrs. Bell's door« She was within, and 
opened it 

He oame straight iatoi the middle of the room. 
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** Good Heaveas W-nshe is . Qot h^^ i---Wh«n is 
she gone ?^— Womang left meinstaady.'' > 

^Sir," said Mrs* BellrWiibsoaie reserve, *" I wi^ 
obar^d not to tell r 

^ But I insist upon knowing, this instaal/' si^id 
Laurence, pass^aately. • 

^ She is where yoa cannot go, sir/' said Mrs. 
Bell, whose habitual awe and respect for Heryey 
had be^n much dimmished' since the mormog. 
Sh^. now felt in the situation of one defending Mrs^ 
Vivian from further contamination ; and, inspirefl 
by the circumstances, the modest, humble young 
woman became intrepid and firm. 

*• Good God ! — What has she done ? How dare 
youirifle with me?** seizing her by the shoulder, and 
shaking her with something savage in his manner. 
" Will you tell me what has become of her ?" 

" She charged me not to say, sir." 

" She charged you not to say ? — You don't in- 
tend to say, reptile, that she mentioned me to you.'* 

*• Not exactly that, sir ; but she begged me to 
keep her secret And oh, sir I" said the young 
woman, releasing herself from Laurence's relaxing 
hand, " Oh, sir ! — don't try to follow her. She's 
where she ought to be, sir!— don't," clasping her 
hands — •* don't ask of her — She's in her duty, now, 
sir!" 

**In her duty^-what "do you mean by that? 
What wretched, presumptuous rtuff is thisT-r^in 
her duty !— Where is she ?" 

The woman was silent. 
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«Do you mean: to be murdered?** 'said Lau- 
rence, setting his teeth, *• Do you know, woman,** 
in a low tone, " what it is to enrage a desperate 
man ? — Tell me, this instant, where she is, or I'll 
shake you to atoms T 

Mrs. Bell was now really frightened. — 

« Oh, sir I let me go 1— She's at West End.** 

"At West End!" 

** She's gone to nurse her husband as was,* 
said the woman, bursting into tears. " And may 
Grod help her, and support her — poor, poor young 
lady r 

Laurence fell back. 

** She has cut off her beautiful hair," continued 
the young woman, seizing on the circumstance 
which had most affected her imagination. '* And 
she has put on a cotton gown like mine : and we 
went first to the doctor, and he would not let us 
go ; and then to the nurse, and she let us in : but 
he's never to know — ^they say it would break his 
heart outright to see her — poor — poor gentleman ; 
but she is to be his nurse, by day and by night,.and 
may that be a comfort to her poor heart !" 

** Tell me all she did, from the beginning," said 
Laurence, sitting down. 

The young woman did as she was bid, and told 
the story of the day. 

Laurence extracted the minutest particularsr re- 
lating to the behaviour of Ifiez, and then putting 
five guineas into the woman's hand, and having 
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obtained an exact description of the house, he left 
her, and proceeded to West End. 
\ With what design T Not with a hope— not with 
a wish to see Inez again — but to watch over the 
house which contained her — ^to wander round its 
precincts — to rest his head upon the earth by night 
— ^to roam like a restless, unhouseled spirit by day 
— *to glut his heart with a misery, of which the 
intensity can only be conceived by one not sinking 
by slow degrees into depravity, but buried at once 
like some bright felling star from excellence to 
darkness. 

Laurence was, in truth, formed to taste the full 
bitterness of his situation — led, neither by the slow, 
insensible advance of profligate habits, nor by 
thoughtless gayety to vice — the victim of great 
temptation and of unsettled principles. With a 
mind Which weighed, examined, and pondered 
over all the interminable relations between guilt 
and misery, — he conceived the horrors of his situ- 
ation in their full extent; while his heart, not 
hardened by long Kcentiousness, but rather soft* 
ened by a eertain refined self-indulgence, was 
tempered to endure the most poignant torments of 
remorse. The dreadful shock he bad sustained 
when he saw Vivian fall had produced the effect 
of deadening every other sentiment, save one — a 
sort of dogged sullen resolution never to forsake 
liiez^— a defiance of every law, human and divine 
— of every propriety, of every danger, which 

Vol. II.— Q 
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might uitorfere with the abflolute and entire deyo* 
tion of each thought <and feeling to her. 
. Six daya and mx lughts might his blasted figure 
be seen, wandering roujid the fields, streti^hed 
beneath'thebedges, hia hair rusted with ^ windi 
his linen delSiedy his cloibes. in disorder^ his e;^ 
fixed upon that window which lighted the apart* 
ment where, in^ fahoyt he beheld stxetched the 
hxmci Ihe man he had most loved, while oi^er it 
buQg that penitent and broken Magdalen, that had 
grovelled on the ground before hinii buried in the 
long folds of her hair, the victim of his pa$uiions» 

8t;[p lo9g days ! 

Trevor had. ascertained where he h^boured, 
and had made one or two fruitless efforts to draw 
him from this sjtrange aod wild way of passing his 
time-rbut he had been repulsed with, a harsfliness 
pnpe foreign to the nature of Laurence ; and, con* 
vinced that thejre was something almost approach^ 
ing to insanity in his determination, he had ended 
hy leaying Inm almost entirely to himself— all in- 
terference appearing only to exasperate him, and 
increase the terrible irritation of his feelings. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Thrbb days w^re pastied by IBez in th^ lUthful 
dlitoh&rge of her moarnful dutie»^her^ heart altera 
nathig between hope and fear-^f that eoold bd 
failed' htope whidi bore, mdeed, no promise of hajH 
^neft9 to herself,' and only ilattered ^whh the pros* 
peel of relief irom' the insupportaUeiMea of having 
occasioned her husband's death. 

On the fourth day, Sullivan, wbowiigs' ittlMllit^ 
ling in Ins attendance, entered the yoom mnch 
^arKer than tmnal/ looking annoyed and anxiotts, - 

Iflez WEI holditig the ^Qp vrhence shc'hatf beefi 
supplying Vivian with tea. 

''Mrs. Cmne,*^ said SulUvan. 

** Mrs. Crane is not here, sir,*' said liezi hi a l0# 
tone of voice. 

«* How are you, my dew Vivian^ to^ayl" stdd 
Stillivan, going up to the bedside^^'-'^iSow havfe 
you rested?^ 

"Better," said Vivian; "I have Wept Mine 
hours, I beKeve.-^My diear>'''to his nurse, *^1eave 
nsnow.*' 

lilee obeyed-^uNlvan foHowediiev. 

•''What irto be done7-^Haii Mt. X; beeivhei^ 
to-day t— The adnriorat 19 coipe to towp, and inrisis 
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upon seeing Captain Vivian — I don^ know what 
to say or do/* 

Ifiez felt very sick, and turned to the window 
to conceal her face, and prevent herself from 
iailing. 

^What do you think? — May he be allowed to 
see him r 

'* Sir r repeated Ifiez, gasping for breaUu 

Sullivan was too much occupied to perceive bear 
emotion, he merely thought her stupid, and saidi 
^ If Mrs. Crape were but here, she would decide 
this business— Mrs. Crane T for the good woman 
at this moment entered the roooit ** here is Admiral 
Thornhaugh arrived in tawo, and he.wanU to see 
CaptaiaVivian;'' 

''Good gra<»ous, sir Ir— does he want takill himf 
—Mr* X. declares perfect quiet gives the only 
Qhau0e of recovery — and, poor young gentleman, 
he does fret so much I" shaking her head, ** and 
the adnural, you know, of all men in the world, 
just BOW, sir ... . ." 

** It must be prevented at any risk^*" cried loes^ 
coming hastily foi?warda ''My father 1—Good 
Heavens I^-^uch a meeting — and at such a moment 
^Qh, Captain Sullivan 1 — find some means to pre- 
vent it— let him not come*«^asl-^-«las.l— Harry 
is utterly incapable of such an. exertion." 

" You think so," said Sullivan, his anxiety rei^ 
dering him insensible to the strange manner of this 
address, " but what must be done f Shall 1 return 
tfi towut aiyl eigydeavo^ui: to stop the carriage V* 
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•* Any thing^-^TCiy diibg-— bat, GoodHeavetis I 
•iviiat i9li«rer 

At^that tnoment a' carriage stopped atthelittfe 
gale, two geatfemen alighted from it— and th^ 
treMe sounds of Mr. Palmer's voice might be heard 
as he marshaUed them'across the garden. 

•« Certainly^ mjr lord admiral uiidoiAtttdfy this 
is the place where the young gentleman has been 
lying, ever since, in my best bed-room— and I have 
bMd too happy to do my best-^-«nd undoubtedly 
he is,' I am proud to say, very considerably mudi 
btfll^t^^No doabt he will be proud to see you; my 
lord— Sball I step up and see 7*^ 

**<5ood Heavens I it is be,*' cried' Sulfivto.— 
"^he obstinate old fttlow— I told him— buthtel! 
awer believe, he gays, that^Harry wiH be^ sorry to 
see him--^4Sod Mess me l-^he's upon the stairs." 

The door of Captain Vivian's apartment opened; 
and Mr. Paldiei^s v<»iee was heard. 

** I beg pardon. Captain Vivian— I believe you 
are not asleep — a gentleman, by name — ^Rear^ 
admiral Thomhaugh, and a Mr. Roper, are below, 
and request to see you.** 

There was silence for two seoonds-^then inlow 
broken tones — " I shall be glad to see them." 

The taH rugged admiral entered Uie room— his 
eountenanee working with emotion, which he 
vainly endeavoured to suppress. He walked tip 
to the bed whh his usual abruptness. 

*• Harry I — my poor feHow I— my God P 

It was all he could arlieidate^taars coursed 
Q2 
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rapidly down his iron-furrowed cheeks, and his 
mighty frame heaved like that of an infimt Mr. 
Roper, whose, broad square ,%ure and rough 
weather-beaten face yet bore an dr of g^tlenes^ 
and goodnesa singokrly attractive, wept as he 
followed his master, with a sil«^ m^Hi^g of the 
man within, which contrasted with the m^pe con- 
vulsive passion of the admiral, little used to such 
a mood. 

Captain Vivian stretched out his band, and 
grasped that of the father of his liiez. He couU 
not speaks The admiral clasped it fervently, and 
clearing his voice, — 

•* Cheer up— cheer up, Harry P he said, at 
length ; *' this is a bad bumeas^ Vivian — the lan- 
wortby creature 1 Are you so badly wounded 1 
You will have your eyesight again, no doubt— *and 
as for the rest—'* 
Vivian pressed the h^nd be held, and gro^edL 
" Why, as for the rest — ^you must be a man, and 
fprget her." 
** Oh, admiral P* was all he could say. 
** You must forget her, I say, Vivian—forget hew 
as I do — A false, worthless, ungrateful wanton ! 
Don't trouble yourself about her more — discaid 
her. from your heart and thoughts as I do — My 
daughter 1 — no daughter of mine^ — My blood la 
her veins 1 — never believe it— I disown her — I ctist 
her off— never waste a thought on her, Harry— 
We all loved her so I You must get well — and 
he off to ypur ship-^a b^Qtter brLde„ I wacsant you 
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-^A false Woman I Pooh I pooh I think no more 
of her." 

Vivian sighed, but made no answer, while the 
admiral, exhausted by his own vehemence, sat 
down and caught his breath— his eyes atill fixed 
upon the pride and darling of his heart, whom it 
may be truly said he loved as his own son. 

^ To leacve you for that long Jegged-^book- 
learned — ^lubberly landsman 1 you, the pride aad 
delight of .her old fathers eyes I A wretched Jes* 
eb^l You must forget her." 

<" AdmirtiV at lei^th said Vivian, with the ap». 
pearance of great effort, *^ let us not speak upon 
this painful subject — I hope to bear my misfortunes 
as I ought to do." 

** No doubt — no doubl— ^no fear of that, Harry. 
— No fear of your spirit and honour*-but your 
eyes— your eyes — lell me— tell me, you wonH be 
a poor blind .helpless jdriveller, or I shall curse h^ 
aloud." 

" God forbid I— rGod forbid 1 — don't curse her— 
no, God forbid I— God forbid I" 

" You — and your childien-^and her children^*- 
to leave you alt — to shame us, and disgrace us — ^to 
dishonour her mother's grave— her father's gray 
hairs— and blast her husband's honest name and 
fame I Let me curse her, as she deserves — 
Dai;^hter of mi|^ 1 — Damn her — *' 

. The bed shook under the unfortunate Captain 
Vivian, struck as he was to the soul by the severity 
oi }be justly irritated father^ whose rude passion^^ 
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btirBtiag forth in thsse rough andvidetit ekpise«- 
sionSy seemed to tear in pieces the heart of ^ the 
tender aad isifieetkmtte husband. ' He gasped for 
breath — he strove to stifle his envotiensf iMit the 
agony rived his shattered frame. 

Mr. Ro^r peiceived the excess of hisemotie^ 
and sympathised in its oause.'^ He, too, justly 
grieved, difsa{^pcunted/and indignattt as he felt, cher- 
ished a latent tenderness fer the sinnet, wUie he 
detested the sin. 

« Oh, sir,*" he cried, "don't say so«^^6od forgive 
her-^and forgive us all I We are all sinner^ — 
H«ve pity on your dWn flesh and blood,* sirl-^ 
Don't curse your only ehUd.** 

"Did she remember she was my child/* siid'the 
stern &ther, '^ when she dishonoured himwlibm I 
bad chosen for my eon 7 Did riie remember her 
tober was a seaman, when 'she shamed and dis^ 
graced him ? Not: but as she forgcft me-^may I 
forget her I — and may God forget her, in the faottf 
ef hismereyr 

Inexpressibly shocked at this speech, Captaiii 
Vivian. sank back upon his pillow. Mr, Roper 
was silent, and the admiral went on. 

" Harry, my bc^)p-i*4ny dear boy I— ^what do you 
mean to do?" 

"I have not thought of what I shall do,^' said 
Captain Vivian, now sighing iheavily, and quite 
overcome. "Ihopesometimes/'withaiiuntstnile, 
" I shall be spared that trouble.'* 

"Ptooh^**'ipoob^never be down4iearted^-*Wby', 
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Harry, this is hk» a diikt — We shciU live to Ibiget 
all this.'* 

** Never, sir/' said Vivian, fiiintly. 

^ Admiral/* said Mr. Roper, who perceived by 
tiie crimsoii fliidies which passed rapidly over the 
&ce of Captain Vivian, how dreadfully he was 
agitated by this scene, ^ admiral," he said, ** this is 
too much for Captain Vivian-^We had belter leave 
him now, wad cosoe again presently.'' 

"'^ Leave him r cried the admiral ; «*poor fellow 
•--poor feUow I — ^and this is what he is brought to I 
— he, as brave as a Ibn — as hard as a rock-«-Qow 
laid out like a puny girl — ^ruined by a ialse, un- 
grateful woman— God bless you, Harry!— Ye^ 
yes*«rl see you are too ill to speak — It's all over--*- 
all over — A vBe wanton, why do you waste a 
thought on her ? — Whistle her down the wind, as 
I do-Hind may the great God ptinish her as she 
deserves!" 

So saying,, in an agony of grief and rage, the 
stern father rose from the bedside, and» accompar 
Died by Mr. Roper, left the room. 

"Never think of her more! — discard herl-«- 
disown her ! — ^Yes, Inez, he who gave^ you Wrth 
may forget— disown — ^and curse you ; yes, he may 
renounce and deny you — ^but I — my Inez l^-nray 
Inez l-Hmy idol I — my love 1— my only, only love I 
Ohf lae^} cruel, barbarous Ifiez — ^vvhat had I done, 
that you should abandon me 7 my loved one I my 
wife! what had your poor Harry done? alas I I 
loved too foadly-*^as ! I was not wortl;iy to fill a 
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fteort )ik6 yoiii»— niy idol t---loa loDdiy loved I*^ 
alas 1 — ^alas P' 

In exclamatioot like these, which the delirious 
heat of risii^g fetereeemed to render more' vehe- 
ment and piefoing, the bng^oontreBed ieeliags Of 
Vivian, driven alniont to madness by the bittenmRB 
of the last scene, burst atiengA the restitaints his 
sense of honour had imposed. Deep gnsam, 
amounting at times ateost to cries, a^gied with 
his wild expressions of grief,' while he '^ridied in 
agc^y upon tbe bed, which tremUed with the pas- 
Mott of hill firaiiie. 

Ifiez;in the mean time, now gi^atly enfeebled 
by the sufibring^ and ftitigues of the last two dajn, 
-seemed, ISse -himself, almost annihilated by A^ 
ecene she had 'overhead ; she had toMed upon the 
Ihofi in an^sh thatmodted control, at tl^ bitter 
severity of her father^s denunciations ; but, w4ieh 
his solemn curse struck her ear, the violence of 
her distress was arnesti^d &s by a ^hann. 6fae sat 
tip upon 'the ground, and,- listening whh afa>ee fti 
which dismay seMied 1^ have effiiced4»very o^heir 
expresi»on, — 

*• It is doneP rfie cried ; * MM.^raijffiMuHe htt 
)6uysedme.'' 

•^Alasj madum P* said Mrs. Crane, whose eyei, 
ilttte used -to weep, were running over ; **ii "vtms 
Otoly in his passion. He seems a violent old - geni- 
tteman, and takes things warmly. Hell be sorry 
fotthis sonie time.** 

« Pid my husband curse me too, Mrs. Crane T* 
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**He will Devert nei^er cpnie ine»^ said Ine«». 
Qoaltiiig Jala tac^C8« ''Ha is aa.$M^6l of gf^Qdnei39» 
H« will iwyer curse me." 

As she spqkf^the crie^ and groans of Cs^pm^ 
VimQ were h^ard^ 

''They are gone," said Mrs. Crane* "Poor 
gjM)t)einim I be is cryingp ;alone." 

" Does he curse n^r , 

" Noi> he's rcalling for you." 

" For me I" and she sprajig from tbe floor, and 
iMwried to his bedside : " Hanry T 

Hte vQioe ceased as. she entered^4)ut he was. 
^o ptiuchtOgiteted to hear her words. Whensbe^ 
approached t^ bed* she was thunderstruck atr 
what she saw — His countenance was fitllen, his 
whole frame quivering — his teeth rattled and chati 
tere4'^^ue and livid cdours, spread over bis face 
--^t her. oryt Mrs. iCrime.came in, 

"Good meroy, madam l--4Jh, what a. change I" 

It is needless to describe it — The shivering fit, 
was succeeded by a violent paroxysm of fever — > 
All the flattering symptoms which had rewarded 
the excessive care of the precedii^ days disap- 
peared — The woundi exasperated by fever, as-, 
aumed an. appearance the most alaximing — On the 
evemng of/Uie peoiond day» C^fimx ViviM waa 
declared past recovery* . 
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Calmed by that languor which succeeds to die 
dreadful excitement of fever, his feelings, i^hich, 
thus irritated, had displayed themselves in the most 
fearful agonies, softened at the near and certain 
approach of death. A gentle and melancholy 
composure once more tranquUUzed his spiriUK-* 
He asked to see his children. 

They were speedily brought-^and, by his desire, 
came into his chamber unattended. 

Inez, trusting to the power of that disguise 
which had deceived so many — ^and indeed almost 
reckless of consequences, now that the termination 
of all seemed so fast approaching, remained in the 
room, partly concealed by the shade of a cur- 
tain — Her heart in its desolation yearned after her 
little ones-^and she resolved to see them once 
more at any risk. 

They came into the room, like the babes in the 
wood, holding by each other's hands, but no longer 
cheerful and prattling — ^Already Ifiez could de- 
tect in the air of both the effect of Miss Vivian's 
notions of education. 

Florence, indeed, always soft and gentle, ap- 
peared only paler than she was wont: but the joy- 
ous, open-hearted little Georgy already wore that 
broken down, dull look which children of an ar- 
deM, hasty, aflfectionate character assume, when 
treated with coldness and severity. 

Tutored, repressed, for ever naughty, the poor 
little child had passed in disgrace and tears the 
days which had elapsed since, forsaken by her 
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motfier, sfae had been consi^ied to the care of a 
cold, uosympathiziog straagefr. 

liHezy M^hose penetration, ever acute, was sharps 
ened by a mother's sympathy-^-H-ead all this with 
a bleeding heart, as the lovely children entered the 
room. 

^ Are you there, my treasures 1^ said the father's 
broken voice. , 

Tapal Papar 

** Gently, gently, Georgy,'* said little Flprencei 
but the child was already pressed to itis iatfaer's 

bOfOQI. 

**Ah! how glad I am to come to you! — ^We 
have beea so unhappy^" said the little girL 

** Have you, my darlings T Where is Florence J** 

^ Here, papa, close by— Can't yoa see her r 

** My little ones — I can't see." 

Florence wept— Georgy cried; **And yorfre 
so ill! Poort poor papal Where's mamma to 
nurse you f 

" Oh, Georgy P said Florence. 

** They won't let me speak of her at Au»t Vi- 
vian's— and they say I'm very nai:^ty 'cause I 
can't help it — ^and I will speak of her — I love her 
best of all the world, and ... ." 

*" Hush! hush I my dear," said Ifiez, softIy» from 
behind the curtain — She saw that this was nunre 
than Captain Yivian could bear. 

'' That's mamma — '* said the child, springing 
joyfully up. — *^ That's mamma — She's behind the 
curtain — She's hiding herself for play^^mamma I 
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dearest! sweet mammal" flinging berself across 
the bed, and throwing her arms round her neck ; 
•* I knew you would come again/' 
^ ••My child," said Iflez, endeavouring vainly to 
unclasp the eager arms which embraced her, •*! 
am not your mamma. I am the nurse." 
^ "OhdotftjdonHplayat that any longer," said 
Florence, bursting into tears, as she ran towards 
her and hung upon her gowo— *« mamnna I mam- 
ma!* 'do kiss me/* 

•♦I^eed, you are mistaken,** said Mez — still 
struggling to preserve her disguise, * I airi the 
nurse/* 

"Papav she will say she*« the nurse,** cried 
Georgy : •< don't tet her— You've got an ugly gown, 
but y<m a^ mtomiia.*' Shfe covered her face with 
her kisses. 

:"*Speak,* d&id CaptaM Vivian, in a holkw tone, 
<«8peiik agdn.. . The child is not mifltak«i.— 
Have you been with me all these days ?'* 

** Forgive me !** was all that Inez could say — 
: A pause ... 

' At length:— ^My children, embrace her— it is 
ydurmodier I" 

Inez, thus permitted^ gave way to all her fond- 
ness—She clasped the children alternately to her 
breast-^She covered them with kisses; while her 
sobs and tears were audible. Captain Vivian un- 
derstood the* scene he was unable to witness, and 
a tear' rolled down his wasted cheek. 
At length, having allowed time for their emotion 
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to subside, be desired her 1o bring the little girls 
close to him, wd having kissed) and given them 
his blessing, and exhorted them, in brokein accents, 
to be good childreD, he told Inez to take them to 
their nnrse, and ^'ibm return,^ be said, '' to me P 

She re-entered the soom, alone ; but, timid and 
asbamedf she feared to approach the bed. 

<'Is it indeed you)'' said Oaptaip YiviaB. 
** Come iiearer to me*--timeis short^my moments 
are oounled. Have you nothing to say ?" 

She now came; up, and koeeied . dawn by the 
side of the bed. 

''Harry, I bad not intended to allow myself this 
consolaiioiH-I had not hoped that, in tfiis woirldf 
you would speak to me more. I did not dare to 
ibope it*-I came to perform, as I best mi^t^ my 
poor duty of attending you — ^to save, if possible, 
^ a life my guilt had destroyed. It has not {leased 
God to bless endeavours such as mine ; but» Harry, 
you have not cursed me-^When my father cursed 
me, you did not curse me— Forgive me, before 
you die." 

''Too happy so to die," in a deep and brokea 
Toice* " The dark curtains of the grave are foldi^ 
ing round me^-^he pride of inexorable honow 
asks no more*-Death :sanctifies the ^affection it 
cannot interrupt. My Inez I may God fovgiAfe 
yoq, as I do I* 

He at^etehed out bis wasted 4mii(l~She look 
it revjerently^^and pressed upoa it <oiie/lcing,.hp]y 



Digitized by 



Google 



IM THB admiral's DAVffHTBR. 

**May I stay with yoo T at last she said, \Hth 
great humility. " Don't send me away P^ 

** Alas ! you need not fear it ; a few brief hours, 
my liiez I and I shall be nothing — ^this heart, that 
beat too fcHidly, will be still ; but stay with me^- 
we have much to speak of— -Ah !" and a smile of 
ineffable sweetness played oyer his pallid lips^; 
** Ah I death is sweet near thee T 

He now lay some time stiii, holding her hand in 
his, seeming to foiget all that had parted them. 
^1 had much to say f he kept repeating; but that 
was all : he seemed to rest in a tranquillity he wad 
iinwilling to disturb, hb cheek leaning against her 
arm, his hand lock^ in hers. But too soon "his 
breath began to thicken; shades of darknef» 
gathered round his features. He agitated his 
arms. 

^•Here — here!" he said. 

She rose, and stretched out hers— he caught her 
to his bosom — he was no more I' 

Surprised at the deep silence of the apartment, 
Mrs. Crano at last ventured to enter. Every 
thing was still, except the sound of low, suppressed 
.sobbings, which proceeded from the bed. She ran 
for a light, and, at a glance, discovered what had 
happened. Captain Vivian lay Kfeless, and Ifiez 
sat in a chair by the bedside, her eyes fixed on the 
body, with a sort of vacant, unmeaning stare, while 
a dnlUlow sob broke, at intervals, from her breast. 

Mrs* Crane spoke to her, but she did not apj^ewr 
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to Hsten; she sat iaa 8tupi(|:0iaimeir*«>bbii9tttiiii-i 
tervals, as a child does after a long andesfaaiifitiDg 
fit of oryiqg. From this state it was foundimpos- 
sible to xouse hen When tbey tried to >mo¥e hern 
.she stretched her arma, with a faiat oi:y» and r^ 
pulsed the attempt — then suffered th^iv to 611 again 
onber lap with the sameioxpreasion of tmrneamt^ 
listlessness. 

Many hours were passed in the same manaeK 
Captain SuUivW} Mr. X., and Mr. Ttevor called. 
JM[rs..Crane did not attempt to eonoeal the secret of 
Ifiez any longer^ and each of them» aflfectad by her 
situation* was unwearied io endeavours to reKew 
her« A physician was sent for> who declared that 
the only chance of rescuing her from wMt might 
prove a, permanent state of imbecility of ocund, con^ 
sisted in bringing into her presence >wbat m^fbt 
suddenly awaken her recoUections» and.caU. up her 
tears. He mentioned her children^ and Captain 
Sullivan instantly set off for RoehAmpton»>loib^ 
of Miss Vivian to bring them to her. 

He was received coldly enough by Miss Vivian, 
who could not understand, and st^oretly felt a little 
jealous of the interest euited,]^y Inez. Sbede* 
clared that it was quite impos^lpjlja to ^uSei the 
children to visit their mothert whom tbey ougbl 
never to see agaiut &c. &a ; intrenched bercielf m 
all the pride of virtuci and all the cddness lof her 
unamiable cbaractert and persisted in aflat refusal. 

Sullivan returned to West End* to find loei in 
the same state of helpless inanityf sitting by^r 
R2 
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huiband's body, and sobbing, while good Mrs. 
Crane wa« crying over her like a child. 

It was now midnight, when, affected beyond 
measure at this scene of helpless distress, Trevor 
had gone down to Mr. Palmer's little garden. The 
moon had risen — the stars were glistening in the 
firmament — ^the calm magnificence of nature con^ 
trasting forcibly with the scene of human ruin and 
misery within the house. 

Trevor, lost in melancholy reflection, leaded 
against the gate which led from the garden into 
the fields, when a figure, tall, thin, and wasted, 
vnth garments worn and tattered, and dark and 
trouUed countenance, approached him — It was 
L^iurence. 

"He is dead r^ — said a voicse, feeble atod hollow 
— "He is dead r 

«* It is all over indeed," said Trevor. *" But why 
are you here T^— we keep it a secret a few hours, 
as it is imp6s»ibte to move Mrs. Vivian from the 
room.** 

« She lives, then ?" 

" If that may be called life which is existence 
without perception, and without aim I But, indeecf, 
Hervey, this wiil never do f— A is time you should 
abandon your present strange Indiflbrence to your 
own safety. Be persuaded to take shelter from 
Ae pursuits of the law, which must soon overtake 
you I — and rest — ** laying his 'hand on the wasted 
srrm of his friend, and looking kindly in his face.. 
^ I nevet saw a man so changed.'*^ 
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Weil might he remark it. 'Hervey had more 
the appearance of a tenant of the grave than of a 
human being 1 — ^his cheek was pale and hollow — 
his eyesr, enlarged and glassy, had little power of 
speculation or expression remaining — his voice was 
so low and husky that he could with difficulty 
make himself heard. 

"The law! — ^the law will not wreak its ven- 
geance upon me I — ^A few more hours .... But, 
Trevor, as you hope for compassion from your 
Maker, in your darkest moment, have mercy 
upon me in mine. Open the gate — I must, and I 
will ....** 

As he spoke, he feebly pushed at the barrier, and 
entered the garden. 

" What are you about ?'* said Trevor. 

" I will see her — I will see t?iem r He gasped 
for breath as he spoke : his respiration was evi- 
dently becoming very difficult. "^I Will see her — 
It is necessary I should once gaze upon the ruin I 
have made, before I close my weary eyes. Do 
not, Trevor — do not attempt to prevent me. I am 
a dying man \ Barbarians,'* with some return of 
his old bitterness, " even barbarians listen to the 
jprayers of the dying P' 

Trevor, shocked and distressed, offered no fur- 
rier opposition ; and Laurence, guided by a sort 
of instinct, crossed the garden, entered the house, 
and mounted the stairs. The door of the apart- 
ment stood open ; he attempted not to cross the 
^eshbld ; but, leaning against the door-post, con- 
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templated, with a eountenaiico of 'moody despair, 
the scene within. 

The body of his friend lay stretched upon the* 
bed» composed, and covered with a sheet* . The 
face, however, from which the handkerchief had 
fallen, was visible, by the faint light of two or three 
candles, disposed irregularly about the rxx>m. 
Close by th&side of the bed, the unhappy Mrs. Vi- 
vian, his miserable victun, was.still seated, pale as 
marble, her hair falling disordered ove|r her face, 
no longer waving in luxuriant beauty, but tarnished, 
damp, and heavy ; her features, of wbich even, her 
present helpless situation could not destroy the 
celestial beauty, fixed, and inunoveable — her eyes 
wide open, but without expression-^She resem* 
bled one frozen and anrested--a stony 8tatae,xa- 
ther than^ ^'^vfg being — ^a statue of despair and 
dismay. 

Mrs. Crane kneeled by her side, chafing her list* 
less^and insensible hands— in vain. 

Laureoccremained some time in contemplaiion 
of this picture-*-his heart, which had nearly ceased 
to beat, now palpitatii^ with a violence which 
threatened almost instant destruction of its feeble . 
and wasted powers. He did not attempt to enter 
the room : and, after having, as it would seem, sa- 
tiated his soul with bitterness, he slowly turned 
away, and went sile^atly down stairs. He passed 
again through the garden, unperceived by Trevor, 
and went outat the little gate. 

It woul4 appear that.he w^snted strength to ff^ 
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far: indeed, that he had not attempted it — but hav- 
ing reached the field, had laid himself down with 
his face to the earth, and expired. 

The next morning he was found, extended on the 
grass — his face against the ground, his two hands 
clasped over his forehead. 

But Ifiez lived; 

Vanquished by the earnest an4 honest prayors 
of Mr. Roper, the frozen Miss Vivian at length 
gave way ;— the tears of the children were aUowed 
to water the bosom of the mother — their embraces 
called back the warm currents to her heart-rtheir 
ilinoceift voices summoned her back from that 
world of shadows to which she was.fast hastening. 

She lived — Not to re-appear, restored after due 
histration, and rear an unblushing front, the heroine 
of a romantic story : — not after a season of decor- 
ous retirement, to resume that place in society 
wMch she had so justly forfeited. 

She lived — but it was in humiliation and ob- 
scurity— ofi^ring the daily sacrifice of her repent- 
ance and her shame, before the throne of that Grod 
whose laws she had broken ; at the shrine of tha4 
loted being her frailty had destroyed, 
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.Mahy yeari after thisy a gentleman jiist axrived 
at Naples, walking in that lovely garden whidi^ 
stretching along the ihore of the fair bay» formSr 
with its bowers and gioyes, the most dmrming 
promenade in Europe, was attracted by a very in«* 
teresting group of English people which passed by 
him. It consisted of two beautiful girls, about 
fifteen and sixteen, in the bloom of youth and 
Jbealtb-^race and elegance were in their motions^ 
mdd their countenances were singularly ex{Hressive 
of ndodesty, sweetness, and intelligenoe. A little 
behind them walked a lady in deep mourning, who 
appeared to he their goyemess — She had evidently 
once beefiiremarkably beautifiily and still preserved 
more than beauty in the serious, yet tender, char- 
aoterof her &oe— Her carriagewaa grave, almost to 
nunlike steadfitstness-r-her looks calm and thought* 
fill — ^the deep traces of ineffaceable sorrow and 
suffering were marked upon her beautiful brow. — 
At her side walked a square, thick-set man, with a 
rough and ruddy countenance, well broiized by 
exposure to wind and weather— His whole ap- 
pearance would have been commonplace and vid- 
gar in the extreme, had not such an air of inex- 
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pressible goodness and kindness been diffiised over 
them as would have served to resale any face and 
figure in the world from such an imputation. 

** Who are those sweet girls ?" said the gentle* 
man to a friend^—** I never saw two such loveljL 
creatures.^ 

•* Don't you know ?— Oh, I forgot— you are but 
just arrived — ^Everybody knows them — and yet 
nobody knows them— I'hey are, to be sure, poor 
gfarls, in a shigularly awkward situation— Dor yoo 
see that xM Trojan diere ? he seems to be the cmly 
person belonging to them — ^neither father, mother, 
grandfather, nor grandmother, aunt, uncle, nor 
eoosin have they. And sa, you see, they don't get 
introduced-^^nd they go nowhere— but not one 
jot seem^ the young one to mind^--*She's as gay as 
if every day. in the year were carnival." 

•* But you have not told me who they are.** 

*• C* ! the Misses Vivian.** 

^ Vivian I— Vivian r 

** Captain Vivian^s daughters— You recollect an 
odd-i-ugly story— years ago— an elopement— a 
duel— and two murder9-*-Well then — these are the 
daughters.** 

** Charming creatures.** 

** You may say so — ^but, charming as they are, no 
one much likes to meddle with them. It*s an ugly 
story to append to one's pedigree — However, some 
Irish fortune-hunter will, it's to be hoped, have 
mercy on them, some of these days : f<wr they*re 
well enough ofil" 
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'' And who's that remarkably beautiful woman 
who walks behmd them J** 

" Qh 1 their governess — ^yes, we do think her 
most transcendently beautiful — but cold — cold as 
the icicle on Dian's temple.; — There's no blot on 
her escutcheon — Every one is at liberty to make 
up to her — and really, she's so divinely handsome 
— ^many of us would do a fix>lish thing for her — 
But would you believe it 7 she's as savage as a sh^ 
bear — No speaking to her-^lways the same 
grave, cold, distant, distrait manner — puts a man 
guite out/* 

"What's her name?" 

" Ohl Madame St* Aulaire— quite a name a Ik 
Genlkh— of which school I conclude she is — ^A sort of 
mekmge interessafUe of grande dame and institutrice 
— like that most illustrious petticoat preceptor of 
princes." 

As they talked, the group passed again-^e 
young ones chatting and laughing : more especially 
one pretty dimpled sparkler, — ^the youngest She 
was less beautiful than her sister, but perhaps still 
more engaging, from her petulance and vivacity. 

** Who will introduce me ?" said the gentleman ; 
" I must and will know them." As he spoke, he 
fixed his eyes on Madame St. Aulaire. '< I see it 
all," said he. 

" Who will introduce you ? — I'll be hanged if I 
know— they're so deused proud and shy — As if 
that was their cue, when they can hardly get 
noticed at all." 
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'^ I think I have seen the old gentleman before, 
—Roper?'' 

" Ay, thaf s his. most nautical name — as if he re- 
qijlircd that to mark him for a purser, or some such 
thiag — Only look at him — Did you ever see such a 
guardian for young ladies ?" 

^ Well, well, he looks good-hiimoured enough,** 
said the other, now evidently in a hurry to be gone. 
^ Good morning." 

*• Good morning ! — ^Why, Trevor, I should not 
wonder, if, in your romance and knight errantry, 
you should actually fall in love with one of these 
jforlorn ones ; — but mind me — that won't do — I tell 
yoti nobody knows them.'* 

The sagacious gentleman was right — Trevor 
actually did fall in love with one of these neglected 
girls — ^nay, more, he actually married the sparkling 
€reorgina Vivian, though five-and-twenty years 
older than she was ; — and Georgina Vivian was 
the happiest of wives — and the young Marquis of 
L., who, though a peer and a man of the world, 
was neither a coxcomb nor a roue, married the 
lovely Florence— And Madame St. Aulaire, having 
resigned her pupils into such guardianship — as 
though a task for which she had been mechanically 
wound up was completed — sank very suddenly 
into one of those anomalous declines for which 
medicine assigns.no cause and offers no cure — 
and, breathing a ** nunc dimittis^ in the faith and 
grateful spirit of the ancient Simeon, she sank to 
rest, and was buried, by her own earnest desire, in 

Vol. II.— S 
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the grave where Captain Vivian had been deposited 
just eleven years before I 

Mr. Roper may still be seen, either at Mr. Tre- 
vor's, or at Lord L/s, occupying the place carefully 
reserved for him by the fireside, or playing with 
the little prattlers fast springing up around him. 



THE END. 
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Eogravings. ISoio. 

Life of Lord Byron. 

Bf J. Qkvr, Esq. ISmo. 

Life of Mohammed. 

' By the Rev. G. Bitsb, A.M. 
WlthaPiaie. ISmo. 

Letters on Demonology 

, ano Witchcraft. By Sir W. 
Scott, Bart. ISmo. 

History of the Bible. 

By tLe Rev. G. R. Gliio. In 
t vols. 18mo. With Mapa of 
Palestine, Jto. 

Narrative of Discovery 

and Adventure In the Pcriar 
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